Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 






r 



i. * 




tnti'-oNLir 1 



LOVE MAKES A MAN; 

OR, THE 

FOP's FORTUNE. 

A 

COMEDY. 



By COLLEY CIBBER, Eso^. 

ADAPTED FOR 

THEATRICAL REPRESENTATION, 

AS PERFORMED AT THE 

THEATRES. ROYAL, 
DRURY-LANE AND COVENT-GARDEN. 



REGULATED FROM THE PROMPT-BOOKS, 
By Permission of the Managers. 

M The Lines dUtinguithed by inverted Comma*, are omitted in the Representation.* 



LONDON : 






Printed for the Proprietors, under the DireEHon of 

John Bell, Btftfjri) library, Strand, 
Bookseller to His Royal Highness the Prince of Wales. 



M DCC XCI. 



if 



* 



• •* 



4 



\ 







i-to 



LOVE MAKES A MAN. 



•. * 



This very pleasing Comedy is a modernization by 
: Colley CiBBBBL from two of the Plays of Beaumont 
J and Fletcher— The Elder Brother and the Cvs« 
i tom op the Country. 
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It is not one of those powerful productions of the 

t 4 mind, wherein every scene affords a lesson for con- 

" duel, and every character a mirror of being. — It is 

* also not one of those flimsy insipidities in which there 

7" is neither dialogue nor decency, character nor inci- 

^ dent — But, with its personages well opposed, and some 

i strong writing and humorous oddity, it is likely to 

stand its ground as long as mankind agree to divert 

their spleen by laughing at a Coxcomb. 

Note. With tht Careless Husband wjll be $iven a Cbarafter of $bba% 
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PROLOGUE. 



&1NCE plays are but a kind of public feasts, 
Where tickets only make the welcome guests ; 
Me thinks, instead of grace, we should prepare. 
Tour tastes in prologues, with your bill of fare. 
When you foreknow each course, tho' this may teize you, 
*Tisfive to one, but each o'th* five may please you, 
First, for your critics, we*veyour darling cheer, 
Faults without number, more than sense can bear; 
You're certain to be picas' d where errors are. 
From your displeasure I dare vouch we 9 re safe ; 
You never frown, but where your neighbours laugh* 
Now you that never know what spleen or hate is, 
Who, for an aSi or two, are welcome, gratis, 
That tip the wink, and so sneak out with nunquam satis j 
For your smart tastes, we've toss' d you up a fop, 
We hope the newest that's of late come up ; 
The fool, beau, wit, and rake, so mix'd he carries, 
He seems a ragout, piping hot from Paris. 
But for the softer sex, whom most we'd move, 
I We've what the fair and chaste were form' d for, love: 
'An artless passion, fraught with hopes and fears, 
And nearest happy, when it most despairs. 
For marks we've scandal; and for btaus, French airs. 



\ 



i 



PROLOGUE* 



To please all tastes, we'll do the best we can ; 

For the galleries, we've * Dicky, and Will Penkethman* 

Now sirs, you're welcome, and you know your fare ; 

But fray, in charity, the founder spare, 

Lest yoiijiufroy, at once, the poet and the player. 



• Two comic actors, who lived at the time thU Play was written. 
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Antonio,! jij -—d.-.— - » - Mr. Baddeley, 

Charino, J •UgPm** . . . Mr. Waldnm* 
Don Lewis, uuclepnd war firmf to C,\x\m Mr* Pw**W»i 
Carlos, a student, son to Antqmo - - Mr. Kemblc. 
Clodio, a pert coxcomb, bis brother - - Mr. Dodd. 
S an cho, servant to Carlos • » - Mr. Suett* 
Monsieur, valet to Clodio - - - Mr. Burton. 
Governor of Lisbon .... Mr. Packer. 
Don Duart, bis nephew ... Mr. Barrymore* 
Pon Man u xl, a sea officer in love with 
Louisa • - Mr. Wright. 

Women* 

Angxlina, daughter to Charino - - Mrs. Kemblc. 

Louisa, a lady of quality and pleasure - Mrs. Ward. 

Elvira, sister to Don Duart - - - Miss E. Kemblc 

Hon or i a, cousin to houni - - - Miss T. Tidswell. 
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Sancho, Krvirt to Carlos - - . Mr. Blanchard* 
Monsieur, Wtf/o Clodio - - - Mr. C. Powell. 
Governor of Lisbon - Mr. Davies. 

Don Duart, bis nephew - ' • - Mr. Fennel* 
Don Manuel, a sea officer in love with 
Louisa .... Mr. Macready. 

rr onsen* 

Angelina, daughter to Charino - - Miss Brunton. 
Louisa, a lady of quality and pleasure* - Mrs. Bernard. 
Elvira, sister to Don Duart - - Miss Chapman* 
Honor i a, cousin to Louisa ... Miss Piatt. 

Priest, Officers* and Servants* 




LOVE MAKES A MAN. 

ACT!. SCENE I. 
A MatL Enttt Antonio and C&arino. 

Without compliment, my old friend, I shall think 
myself much honoured in your alliance ; our families 
art both ancient, our chUdfetf young, and able to sup- 
port them 1 ; and, I think, the sooner we att them to 
work, the better. 

Cfo. Sir, you offer fair and ndbly, and shall find I 
dare meet you in the same line of honour: and, I 
hope, since I have but one girl in the world, you 
won't think me a troublesome old fool, if I endeavour 
to bestow fter to her worth} therefore, if you please, 
before we tiudce hands> a word or two by the bye; 
for I have some considerable questions to ask you. 

Ant. Ask 'em. 

Oka. Well, ki the £m piace r you say you have two 
sons? 

Ant. Exactly. 
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Cha. And you arc willing that one of 'em shall 
marry my daughter ? 

Ant. Willing. 

Cha. My daughter Angelina ? 

Ant. Angelina. 

Cha. And you are likewise content that the said An- 
gelina shall survey 'em both, and (with my allowance) 
take to her lawful husband which of 'em she pleases? 

Ant. Content. 

Cha. And you farther promise, that the person by 
her (and me) so chosen (be it elder or younger) shall 
be your sole heir : that is to say, shall be in a condi- 
tional possession of at least three parts of your estate. 
You know the conditions! and this you positively 
promise ? 

Ant. To perform. 

Cha. Why then, as the last token of my full con- 
sent and approbation, I give you my hand. » 

Ant. There's mine. 

Cha. Is'tamatch* 

Ant. A match. 

Cha. Done. 

Ant. Done. 

Cha. And done— —that's enough— Carlos, the 
elder, you say, is a great scholar, spends his whole 
life in the university, and loves his study. 

Ant. Nothing more, sir. 
- Cha. But Clqdio, the younger, has seen the world, 
and is very well known in the court of France ; a 
sprightly fellow, ha } 
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Ant. Mettle to the back, sir. 

Cha. Well how far either of them may go with my 
daughter, I can't telr; she'll be easily pleased where 

1 am 1 have given her some documents already*' 

Hark 1 what noise without } 

Ant-. Odsol 'tis they— —they're come— —I 
have expected them these two hours. Well, sirrah, 
who's without ? 

Enter a Servant 

Serv. *Tis Sancho, sir, with a waggon-load of my 
master's books. 

Cha. What, does he always travel with his whole 
study ? 

Ant. Never without them, sir ; 'tis his humour. 

Enter SanchO, laden with books. 

San. Pedro, unload part of the library ; bid the 
porter open the great gates, and make room for t'other 
dozen of carts ; I'll be with you presently* 

Ant. Ha ! Sancho ! where's my Carlos ? Speak, 
boy, where didst thou leave thy master } 

San. Jogging on, sir, in the highway to knowledge, 
both hands employed, in his book, and his bridle, sir ; 
but he has sent his duty before him in this letter, sir. 

Ant. What have we here, pothooks and andirons ? 

San. Pothooks I Oh, dear sir I— —I beg your par- 
don No 5 Sir, this is Arabick ; 'tij to the Lord 

Abbot, concerning the translation, sir, of human 
bodies— a new way of getting out of the world, 

B 
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—There's a terrible wise man * has written a very 
smart book of it. 

Cha. Pray, friend, what will that same book teach 
a man \ 

San. Teach you, sir ! why, to play a trump upon 
death, and shew yourself a match for the devil.* 

Cha. Strange! 

San. Here, sir, this is your letter. [To Ant. 

Cha, Pray, sir, what sort of life may your master 
lead? 

San. Life, sir ! no prince fares like him ; he breaks 
his fast with Aristotle, dines with Tully, drinks tea at 
Helicon, sups with Seneca, then walks a turn or two 
in the milky way, and after six hours conference with 
the stars, sleeps with old Erra Pater. 

Cka. Wonderful! 

Ant. So, Carlos will be here presently— Here, 
lake the knave in, and let him eat. 

£««. And drink too, sir * 

j4nt. And drink too, sir*~and pray see your mas- 
ter's chamber ready. [Knocking again.'] Well, sir, 
who's at the gate \ 

Inter a Servant, 
Scrv, Monsieur, sir, from my young master, Clodio. 

Enlcr MoHSizvn* 

Ant. Well, .Monsieur, what says your master \ 
When will he be here ? 

•*fr.A«§ilU 
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Mens. Sire he vill be here in de less time dan von 
quarter of de hour } he is not quite tirty mile off. 

Ant. And what came you before for F 

Mons. Sire me come to provide de pulville, and de 
essence for his peruque, dat he may approche to your 
vorshipe vtd de reverence, and de belle air. 

Ant. What, is he unprovided then t 

- Mom, Sire, he vas enrage, and did break his bottel 
d'orangerie, because it vas not de same dat is prepare 
fat Monseigneur le Dauphra. 

Ant. Well, sir, if you'll go to the butler, he'll help 

yon to some oil for his pearriwig* 
Mons. Sire, me tank you. [Exit Monsieur* 

Cka. A very notable sparfc, this Clodto. Ha! what 

noise is that without ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, my young masters are both come. 

- Mu That's well 1 Now, sir, now I new observe 
their several dispositions* 

Enter Carlosw 

Cnr. My father I Sir, your blessing. 

Ant. Thou hast it, Carlos ; and now, pray know 
«h» g e n t l e m an^ Charino> sir, my old friend, and one 
in whom you may have a particular interest. 

Car. I'll study to deserve his love, sir. 

Cha. Sir, as for that matter, yon need not study at 
all. [Tfc? salute* 

Clo. [Within.] Heyt La VaKere! bid the groom 

Bij 
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take care our hunters be well rubbed and clothed ; 
they're hot, and have out- stripped the wind. 

CAa. Ay, marry, sir, there's mettle in this young 
fellow. 

Enter Clodio. 
. Clo. Where's my father } 

Ant. Ha, my dear Clody, thou'rt welcome ! " let 
" me kiss thee. 

Clo. " Sir, you kiss pleasingly — I love to kiss a 
man; in Paris we kiss nothing else." Sir, being my 
father's friend, I am your most obliged, faithful, 
humble servant. [To Cha. 

CAa. Sir-— I— I — I like you. [Eagerly. 

Clo. Thy hand — kiss — I'm your friend. 

CAa. Faith thou art a pretty-humoured fellow. 

Clo. Who's that fr Pray, sir, who's that? 

Ant. Your brother, Clody. 

Clo. Odsol I beg his pardon wttKall my heart—- 
Ha, ha, ha ! did ever mortal see such a book- worm ? 
—Brother, how is't ! [Carelessly, 

Car. I'm glad you are well brother. [Reads. 

Clo. What, does he draw his book upon me ?. Then 
I will draw my wit upon him— Gad, I'll puzzle 

him— -Hark* you, brother; pray, what's Latin 

for a sword-knot? 

Car. The Romans wore none, brother. 

Clo. No ornament upon their swords, sir ? 

Car. Oh, yes, several, conquest, peace, and hQ« 
nour— an old unfashionable wqar. 
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Cl$. Sir, no. roan in France (I may as well say 
breathing; for not to live there, is not to breathe) 
wears a more fashionable sword than I do ; he cost 
me fifteen louis d'ors in Pari s ■ - T here, sir, ■ » 

feel him— —try him, sir* 

Car. I have no skill, sir. 

Clo, No skill, sir ! why, , this sword would make a 
coward fight— aha 1 8% sal ha! rip— -ha! there 
I had him. [Fencing* 

Car. Take heed, you'll cut toy clothes,. brother. 

Cio. Cut 'ml ha, ha! no, no, they are cut al- 
ready, brother, to the grammar rules exa&ly: psha! 
pr'ythee, man, leave off this college«ai*. 

Car. No, brother, I thtak it wholesome, the soil 
and situation pleasant. 

Ctc*. A put, by Jupiter I he don't know the air of a 
gentleman, from the air of the country— Sir, I mean 
flie air of your cloathsf I would have you change 
your taylor, and-dress a little none is cataiitr: lay by 
your book, and take out your snuff-box j cock, and 
look smart, ha ! 
- Ch*. Faith, a pretty fellow* 

Can I read, no use in this, brother; and for my 
clothes, the half of what I wear already seems to me 
superfluous i what need I outward ornaments, when 
I can deck myself with understanding ? Why should 
we care for any thing, but knowledge? Or look upon 
the follies of mankind, but to Condemn or pity those 
that seek 'em ? [Raids again* 

Gfo. Stark mad, split me! 

Biij 
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Cha. Psha! this fellow will never do -h'as no 

soul in him. 

Clo t Hark you, brother, what do you think of a 
pretty, plump wench now ? 

Car. I seldom think that way ; women are books I 
have not read yet. 

Clo. Gad, I could set you a sweet lesson, brother. 

Car, I am as well here, sir. [Reads, 

Cka, Good for no earthly thing-*— a stock— Ah> 
thatClodyl 

Enter Monsieur. 

Mons. Sire, here be de several sort of de jessamine 
d'orangerie vidout, if you please to make your shoice. 

Clo. Mum, sir! I must beg pardon for a moment ; 
a most important business calls me aside, which I will 
dispatch with all imaginable celerity, and return to 
the repetition of my desire to continue, sir, your most 
obliged, and faithful humble servant. 

[Exit. Clody boztring. 

Cha, Faith, he's a pretty fellow. 

Ant. Now, sir, if you please, since we have got 
the other alone, we'll put the matter a little closer to 
him; 

Cha. 'Tis to little purpose, I'm afraid : but use 
your pleasure, sir. 

Car. Plato differs from Socrates in this. [To himself. 

Ant. Come, come, pr'ythee, Charles, lay 'em by, 
Jet *em agree at leisure. What, no hour of inter- 
ruption? 
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Car. Man's life, sir, being so short ; and then the 
way that leads us to the knowledge of ourselves, so 
hard and tedious, each minute should be precious. 

Ant. Ay, but to thrive in this world, Charles, you 
must part a little with this bookish contemplation, 
and prepare yourself for action. If you will study, 
let it be to know what part of my land's fit for the 
plough ; what for pasture ; to buy and sell my stock 
to the best advantage, and cure my cattle when they 
are over-grown with labour. This, now, would 
turn to some account. 

« 

Car. This, sir, may be done from what I've read ; 
for what concerns tillage, who can better deliver it, 
than Virgil in his Georgicks ? And for the cure of 
herds, his Bucolicks are a master-piece ; but when 
his art describes the commonwealth of bees, their 
industry, their more than human knowledge of the 
herbs from which they gatiier honey; their laws, 
their government among themselves, their order in 
going forth, and coming laden home, their strict 
obedience to their king, his just rewards to such as 
labour, his punishment, inflicted only on the sloth- 
ful drone; I'm ravish 'd with it, then reap, indeed, 
my harvest, receive the grain my cattle bring me, and 
there find wax and honey. 

Ant. Hey-day 1 Georges, and Blue- sticks, and 
bees- wax I What, art thou mad ? 

Cha. Raving, raving 1 

Car. No, sir, the knowledge of this guards me 
from it. 
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Ant. But can you find amongst all your mssty ma- 
nuscripts, what pleasure he enjoys that lies in the"- 
arms of a young, rich, well-shaped, healthy hride r 
Answer me that, ha, sir ! 

Car. *Tis frequent, sir, in story; there I read of all 
kinds of virtuous, and of vicious women ; the an- 
cient Spartan dames, the Roman ladies, their beau* 
ties, their deformities ; and when "I light upoa a Pbr* 
tia, or a Cornelia, crowned with ever-bk>oming truth* 
and virtue, with sueh a feeling I peruse their fortunes? 
as if I then had lived, and tasted of their lawful, en-* 
vied love. But when I meet a Messali na, tired and 
onsated in her foul desires ; a Clytemne&tra, bathed 
in her husband's blood ; an impious Tulha, whir* 
ling her chariot over her fettoer's breathless body, 
horror invades my faculties. Comparing, then, the 
numerous guilty, with the easy count of those tha* 
die m innocence, i detest and loath *em as ignorance, 
or atheism. 

Ant. And you do resolve, then, net to make pay- 
ment of the debt you owe me I 

Car. What debt, good sir ? 

Ant. Why, the debt I paid my father, when I got 
you, sir, and made him a grandsire ; which I expect 
from you. I won't have my name die. 

Car. Nor would I ; my laboured studies, sir, may 
prove in time a living issue. 

Ant. Very well, sir ; and so I shall have a general 
collection of all the quiddits from Adam till this time, 
to be my grand-child. 
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' Car, I'll take my best care, sir, that what I leave 
may'nt shame the family. 

\ Cha. A sad fellow, this ! this is a very sad fellow. 

[Aside. 

4S Ant, Nor you won't take care of my estate ? 

*' Car, But in my wishes, sir ; for know, the wings 
** on which my soul is mounted, have long since borne 
" her pride too high, to stoop to any prey that soars 
*f not upwards ; sordid and dunghill minds, com- 
" posed of earth, fix in that gross element their hap- 
" piness ; but great and pure spirits, shaking that 
" clog of human frailty off, become refined, and free 
" as the aetherial air. 

Ant, So in short, you would not marry an em- 
press 1 

Car, Give me leave to enjoy myself ; the closet 
that contains my chosen books, to me's a glorious 
court ; my venerable companions there, the old sages 
and philosophers, sometimes the greatest kings and 
heroes, whose counsels I have leave to weigh, and 
call their victories, if unjustly got, unto a strict ac- 
count, and, in my fancy, dare deface their ill-placed 
statues. Can I then part with solid constant plea- 
sures, to clasp uncertain vanities ? No, sir, be it your 
care to swell your heap of wealth ; marry my brother, 
and let him get you bodies of your name ; I rather 

would inform it with a soul. 1 tire you, sir — your 

pardon and your leave. Lights there, for my study. 

[Exit Carlos. 

Ant, Was ever man thus transported from th6 
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common sense of his own happiness ; a stupid , wise 
rogue ! I could beat him. Now, if it were not for 
my hopes in young Clody, I might fairly conclude 
my name were at a period. 

CAa. Ay, ay, he's the match for my money, and my 
girl's too, I warrant her. What say you, sir, shall 
we tell 'em a piece of otor mind, .and turn 'em to- 
gether instantly ) 

Ant. This minute, sir ; and here cornea my young 
rogue, in the very nick of his fortune. 

Enter Clodi o» 

Ant . Clody, a word 

Cfo. To the wise is enough. Your pleasure, sir ? 
Ant. In the mean time, sir, if you please to send 
your daughter notice of our intended visit. [To Cha* 

Cha. I'll do't Hark you* friend 

[Whispers a. Servant* 

Enter Sancho behind. 

San* I doubt my master has found but rough wel- 
come ; he's gone supperless into his study ; I'd fain 
know the reason It may be somebody has bor- 
rowed one of his books, or so- I must find it out. 

[Stands aside* 

CIq> Sir, you could not have started any thing, more 
agreeable to my inclination ; and for the young lady's, 
sir, ii this old gentleman will please to give me a 
sight of her, you shall see me whip into her's, in the 
cutting of a caper. 
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da. Well, pursue and conquer; tfao 9 let me tell 
you, sir, my girl has wit, and will give you as good as 
you bring j she has a smart way, sir. 

Clo. Sir, I will be as smart as she ; 1 have my share 
of courage ; I fear no woman alive, sir, having al- 
ways found that love and assurance ought to be as 
inseparable companions, as a beau and a snuff-box, 
or a curate and a tobacco-stopper. 

Cka. Faith, thou art a pleasant rogue; -I'gad she 
must like thee. 

Clo. I know how to tickle the ladies, sir In 

Paris, I had constantly two challenges every morn- 
ing came up with my chocolate, only for being plea- 
sant company the night before with the first ladies of 
quality. 

Cha. Ah, silly, envious rogues 1 Pr'ythee what do 
you do to the ladies \ 

San. Positively, nothing. I Aside* 

Clo. Why, the truth is, I did make the jades drink 
a little too smartly ; for which the poor dogs, the 
princes, could not endure me. 

Cha. Why, hast thou really conversed with the 
royal family ; 

Clo. Conversed with 'em I ay, rot 'em, ay, ay, 

You must know some of them came with me half a 
day's journey, to see me a little on my way hither;- 
but I'gad, I sent young Louis back again to Marli, as 
drunk as a tinker, by Jove. Ha, ha, ha ! I can't but 
laugh to think how old Monarchy growled at him 
next morning, 
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Cka* Ay, ay ; get you the writings ready, with your 
other son's hand to them ; for unless he signs, the 
conveyance is of no validity* 

Ant. I know it, sir — they shall be ready with his 
hand in two hours, 

Qka. Why, then, come along, my lad ; and now 1*11 
shew thee to my daughter. 

CI<k I dare be shewn, sir- AUons I Hey, suivons, 

C amour. [Sings.] [Exeunt all but Sancho* 

San. How 1 my poor master to be disinherited, for 
Monsieur Sa-sa 1 there; and I a looker-on, too. If 
we have studied our majors and our minors, our an* 
tecedents and consequents, to be concluded coxcombs 
at last, we have made a fair hand on't. I'm glad I 
know of this roguery, however ; I'll take care my 
master's uncle, old Don Lewis, shall hear of it ; for 
tho' he can hardly read a proclamation) yet he doats 
upon his learning ; and if he be that old, rough, 
testy blade he used to be, we may chance to have a 
rubbers with 'em first Here he comes, proftQo* 

- hl Enter Don Lewis. 

D. Lewis. Sancho, Where's my boy Charles? What, 
is he at it? Is he at it? — Deep— deep, I warrant 

him Sancho— a little peep now— one peep at him.) 

thro* the key- hole — I must have a peep* 

San. Have a care, sir,. lie's upon a magical point. • 
< D. Lew. Wljat, has. he lost any.thingi 

San. Yes, sir, he has lost, with a vengeance*. 
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D. Z«». 'But what, what, what, what, srrrahf what 
is't? 

San. Why, his birthright, si rj he is di— di— dis— 
disinherited. [Sobbing. 

D.Lew. Ha! how! wheal what! where! who! 
what dost thou mean ? 

San. His brother, sir, is to marry Angelina, the 
great heiress, to enjoy three parts of his father's 
estate ; and my master is to have a whole acre of 
new books, for setting his hand to the conveyance. 

D. Lew. This' must be a lie, sirrah ; I will have it 
a lie. 

San. With all my heart, sir; but here comes my 
old master, and the pickpocket the lawyer : they*!I 
tell you more. 

Inter Antonio, end a Lawyer. 

Ant. Here, sir, this paper has your full instruc- 
tions : pray, be speedy, sir ; I don*t know but wc 
may couple 'em to-morrow ; be sure you make it 
firm. 

Law. Do you secure his hand, sir, I defy the *ttw 
to give him his title again. [Exit* 

San. What think you now, sir ? 

D. Lew. Why, now, methinks I'm pleased this 

is right I'm pleased must cut that lawyer's 

throat, tho'— must bone him ay, I'll have him 

boned— and potted. 

Ant. Brother, how is't r 



Cij 
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D. Lew. Oh, mighty well mighty well— let's 

feel your pulse Feverish 

[Looks earnestly in Antonio'j face, and after some 
pause y whistles a piece of a tune. 

Ant. You are merry, brother. 

D. Lew. It's a lie. 

Ant. How, brother ? 

D. Lew. A damn'd lie — I am not merry. [Smiling. 

Ant. What are you then ? 

JD. Lew. Very angry. 

Ant. Hi, hi, hi 1 At what, brother ? 

[Mimicking Aim. 

D. Lew, Why, at a very wise settlement I have 
made lately. * 

Ant. What settlement, good brother? I find he has 
heard of it. [Aside. 

D. Lew. What do you think I have done ? 1 

Jiave— this deep head of mine has— disinherited my 
elder son, because his understanding's an honour to 
my family ; and given it all to my younger, because 
he's a puppy — a puppy. 

Ant. Come, I guess at your meaning, brother. 

D..Lew. Do you so, sir ? Why, then, I must tell 
you, flat and plain, my boy Charles must and shall 
inherit it. 

Ant. I say no, unless Charles had a soul to value 
his fortune. What, he should manage eight thousand 
crowns a year out of the metaphysics ? astronomy 
should look to my vineyards ; Horace should buy off 
my wines j tragedy should kill my mutton ; history 
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should cut down my hay ; Homer should get in my 
corn ; Tityrc tu patuh* look to my sheep ; and geo- 
metry bring my harvest home 1 ■ - Hark you, bro- 
ther, do you know what learning Is ? 

D. Lew. What if I don't, sir, I believe it's a fine 
thing, and that's enough — Though I can speak no 
Greek, I love and honour the sound of it, and 
Charles speaks it loftily ; Pgad, he thunders it out, 
sir : and let me tell you, sir, if you had ever the 
grace to have heard but six lines of Hesiod, or Ho- 
mer, or Iliad, or any of the Greek poets, ods-heart 1 
would have made your hair .stand an end; sir, he 
has read such things in my hearing* 

Ant. But did you understand 'em, brother ? 

D. Lew. I tell you, no. What does that signify 7 
The* very sound's sufficient comfort to an honest 
roan. 

Ant. Fie, fie, I wonder you talk so, you that are 
old, and should understand. 

D. Lew. Should, sir ! Yes, and do, sir. Sir, I'd 
have you to know, I have studied, I have run over 
history, poetry, philosophy. 

Ant, Yes, like a cat over a harpsichord, rare* mu- 
sic — You have read catalogues, I believe. Come, 
come, brother, my younger boy is a fine gentleman. 

D. Lew. A sad dog — I'll buy a prettier fellow in a 
pennyworth of ginger-bread. 

Ant. What I propose, I'll do, sir, say you your 

pleasure Here comes one I must talk with 

Well, brother, what news ? 

C iij 
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Enter Charino. 

Cha. Oh, to our wishes, sir ; Clody's a right bait 
for a girl, sir ; a budding sprightly fellow: she's a 
little shy at first ; but I gave him his cue, and the 
rogue does so whisk, and frisk, and sing, and dance 
her about 1 Odsbud, he plays like a. greyhound. 
Noble Don Lewis, I am your humble servant. Come, 
what say you ? Shall I prevail with you to settle 
some part of your estate upon young Clody i 

D. Lew. Clody ! 

Cha. Ay, your nephew, Clody. 

D. Lew. Settle upon him ! 

Cha. Ay. 

jD. Lew. Why, look you, I ha'nt much land to 

spare; but I have an admirable horse-pond I'll 

settle that upon him, if you will. 

Ant. Come, let him have his way, sir, he's old and 
hasty ; my estate's sufficient. How does your daugh- 
ter, sir? 

Cha. Ripe, and ready, sir, like a blushing rose, she 
only waits for the pulling. 

Ant. Why then, let to-morrow be the day. 

Cha. With all my heart ; get you the writings 
ready, my girl shall be here in the morning. 

D. Lew. Hark you, sir, do you suppose my Charles 
shall 

Cha. Sir, I suppose nothing; what I'll do, I'll jus- 
tify ; what your brother does, let him answer. 
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Ant. That I have already, sir, and so good-morrow 
to your patience, brother. [Exeunt. 

D. Lew. Sancho ! 

San. Sir. 

D. Lew. Fetch me some gun -powder— quick- 
quick. 

San. Sir. 

D. Lew. Some gun-powder, I say— a barrel 

quickly — and, dy'e hear, three penny-worth of rats- 
bane ; Hey ! ay, I'll blow up one, and poison the 

other. 

San. Come, sir, I see what you would be at, and if 
you dare take my advice, (1 don't want wit at a pinch, 
sir) e'en let me try, if I can fire my master enough 
with the praises of the young lady, to make him rival 
his brother ; that would blow 'em up indeed, sir. 

D. Lew. Psha ! impossible, he never spoke six 
words to any woman in his life, but his bed-maker. 

Sdn. So much the better, sir ; therefore, if he speaks 
at all, its the more likely to be out of the road. 
Hark, he rings — I must wait upon him. [Exit. 

D.Lew. These damn'd old rogues! — I can't look 
my poor boy in the face ; but come, Charles, let 'em 
go on, thou shalt not want money to buy thee books 

yet That old fool thy father, and his young 

puppy, shall not share a groat of mine between 'em •, 
nay, to plague 'em, I could find in my heart to fall 
sick in a pet, give thee my estate in a passion, and 
leave the world in a fury. [Exit. 
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Enter Antonio and Sancho. 

Antonio* 
Sir, he shall have what's fit for him. 

San. No inheritance, sir ? 

jint. Enough' to give him books, and a moderate 
maintenance : that's as much as he cares for; you talk 
like a fool, a coxcomb ? trouble him wkh land 

San. Must master Clodio have all, sir ? 

Ant. All, all ; he knows how to use it ; he's a man 
bred m this world ; t'other in the skies, his business 
is altogether above stairs ; {Bell rings.] go, see what 
he wants. 

San. A father, I'm sure# [f xit Sancho. 

Ant. What, will none of my rogues come near me 
now ? Oh, here they are. 

Enter three Servants, 

Well, sir, in the first place, can you procure me a 
plentiful dinner for about fifty, within two hours * 
Your young master is to be married this morning ; 
will that spur you, sir ? 

Cook. Young master, sir; I wish your honour had 
give me a little more warning. 

Ant. Sir, you have as much as I had : I was not 
sure of it half an hour ago. 

Cook. Sir, I will try what I can do— Hefc Pedro 1 
Gnsroan ! Come, stir, ho ! {Exit Cook. 
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Ant. Butler, open the cellar to all good fellows ; if 
any man offers to sneak away sober, knock him down ! 
" Is the music come ? 

" But. They are within, at breakfast, sir. 

" Ant. That's well. Here, let this room be cleaned. 

" You, hussy, seethe bride-bed made ; take care 

" no young jade cut the cords asunder ; and look the 

" sheets be fine, and well-scented and, d'ye hear 

—lay on three pillows 1— — away P f [Exeunt. 



<< 



Carlos alone in his study. [A noise of chopping within.~\ 

Car. What a perpetual noise these people make ; 
my head is broken with several noises ; and in every 
corner ; I have forgot to eat and sleep, with reading ; 
all my faculties turn into study. What a misfortune 
'tis in human nature, that the body will not live on 

that which feeds the mind I How unprofitable a 
pleasure is eating !— Sancho 1 

Enter Sancho. 

San. Did you call, sir ? [Chopping again. 

Car. Pr'ythce, what noise is this ? 

San. The cooks are hard at work, sir, chopping 
herbs, and mincing meat, and breaking marrow-bones. 

Car. And is it thus at every dinner? 

San. No, sir ; but we have high doings to-day. 

Car. Well, set this folio in its place again ; then 
make me a little fire, and get a manchet ; I'll dine 
alone— -Does my younger brother speak any Greek 
yet, Sancho ? 
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San. No, sir, but he spits French like a magpie, 
and that's more in fashion. 

Car. He steps before me there ; I think I read it 
well enough to understand it, but when I am to give 
.- utterance, it quarrels with my tongue.*— Again that 
noise 1 Pr'ythee tell me, Sancho, are there any prin- 
ces to dine here * 

San. Some there are as happy as princes, sir,— your 
brother's marry'd to-day. 

Car. What of that 1 might not six dishes serve 'em ? 
I never have but one, and eat of that but sparingly. 

San. Sir, all the country round is Invited ; not a dog 
that knows the house, but comes too : all open, sir. 

Car, Pr*ythee, who is it my brother marries ? 

San. Old Charino's daughter, sir, the great heiress; 
a delicate creature ; young, soft, smooth, fair, plump, 
and ripe as a cherry— and they say, modest too. 

Car* That's strange ; pr'ythee, how do these mo- 
dest women look ? I never yet conversed with any 
but my own mother ; to me they ever were but sha- 
dows, seen and unregarded. 

San. Ah, would you saw this lady, sir 1 she'd draw 
you farther than your Archimedes ; she has a better 
secret than any's in Aristotle, if you study'd for it. 
I 'gad you'd find her the prettiest natural philosopher 
to play with t 

Car* la she so fine a creature ? 

$an* Such eyes* such looks; such a pair of pretty 
plump, pouting Hps ; such softness in her voice ; such 
music too; and when she smiles, such roguish dimples 



AB1L LOVE MAKES A MAN. gl 

in her cheeks ; such a clear skin 5 white neck, and A 
little lower, such a pair of round, hard, heaving, what 
d'ye call-uma ■ ah ! 

Car. Why, thou art in love, Sancho. 

San* Ay, so would you be, if you saw her, sir. 

Car. I don't think so. What settlement does my 
father make 'em I 

Sax. Only all his dirty land, sir, and makes your 
brother his sole heir. 

a 

Car. Must I have nothing ? 

San* Books in abundance j leave to Study your eyes 
out, sir. 

Car. I'm the elder born, and have a title tho\ 

San. No matter for that, sir* he'll have possession 
- — of the lady too. 

Car. I wish him happy— he'll not inherit my little 
understanding too ! 

San. Oh, sir, he's more a gentleman than to do that 
— — Ods me ! sir, sir, here comes the very lady, the 
bride, your sister that must be, and her father. 

Enter Charino and Angelina. 

Stand close, you'll both see and hear, sir. 

Car. I ne'er saw any yet so fair ; such sweetness in 

her look; such modesty. If we may think the eye 

the window to the heart, she has a thousand treasured 

virtues there. 

San. So 1 the book's gone. [Atide, 

Ckd. Come, jfr*ythce put on a brisker look ; ods; 
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heart, dost thou think in conscience, that's fit for thy 
wedding-day ? 

Ang. Sir, I wish it were not quite so sudden ; a 
little time for farther thought perhaps had made it 
easier to me : to change for ever, is no trifle, sir. 

Car, A wonder! 

Cha. Look you, his fortune I have taken care of, 
and his person you have no exceptions to. What, in 
the name of Venus, would the girl have ? 

Ang. I never said, of all the world I made him, 
sir, my choice : nay, though he be yours, I cannot 
say I am highly pleased with him, nor yet am averse; 
but I had rather welcome your commands and him, 
than disobedience. 

Cha. Oh, if that be all, madam, to make you easy, 
my commands are at your service. 

Ang. I have done with my objections, sir. 

Car. Such understanding in so soft a form 1 

Happy happy brother ! may he be happy, while 

I sit down in patience and alone ! — I have gazed too 
much Reach me an Ovid- [£*«m*Car. and San. 

Cha. I say put on your best looks, hussy — for here 
he comes, faith. 

Enter Clodio. 

Ah, my dear Clody. 

Clo. My dear, [Kisses him.'] dear dad. Ha I Ma 
princesse ! estes vous la done f Ah, ha! Non, nan. Je 

ne my connois gueres 9 &c. [Sings.] Look, look 

look, o'slyboots ; what, she knows nothing of the 
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matter ! But you will, child— I'gad, I shall count 

the clock extremely to-night. Let me see what 

time shall I rise to-morrow ?— Not till after nine,—- 
ten,— eleven, for a pistole. Ah- ■ ~ Cest a dire, 
votre caur insensible est enfin vaincu. Non t non, &c. 

[Sings a second verse. 

Enter Antonio, Don Lewis, and Lawyer. 

Ant. Well said, Clody ; my noble brother, wel- 
come j my fair daughter, I give you joy. 

CIo. And so will I too, sir. AUonsI VivonsI Chan- 
tons, dansons I Hey! V autre jour, &c. 

[Sings and dances, fie. 

Ant. Well said again, boy. Sir, you and your writ- 
ings are welcome. What, my angry brother ! nay, 
you must have your welcome too, or we shall make 
but a flat feast on't. 

D. Lew. Sir, I am not welcome, nor I won't be 
welcome, nor no- body's welcome, and you are all a 
parcel of . 

Cha. What, sir? 

D. Lew. —Miserable wretches sad dogs. 

Ant. Come, pray, sir, bear with him, he's old and" 
hasty : but he v ll dine and be good company for all 
this. 

D. Lew. A strange lie, that. 

Clo. Ha, ha, ha, poor Testy, ha, ha. 

D. Lew. Don't laugh, my dear rogue, pr'ythee 
don't laugh now ; faith, I shall break thy head, if thou 
dost. 

D 
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Cfo. Gad so! why, then I find you are angry at me, 

dear uncle ! 
D* Lew* Angry at thee, hey puppy !**-Why, what; 

—what dost thou see in that lovely hatchet face of 

thine, that's worth my being out of humour at ) Blood 

and fire, ye dog, get out of my sight, or— — 

AnU Nay, brother, this is too far ■ 

D. Lttv. Angry at him I a son of a— —son's son of 
a whore 1 

Cha. Ha, ha* poor peevish - 

D, Lew. I'd fain have some body poison him. [To 
himself.'] Ah, that Sweet creature! Must this fair 
flower be cropped to stick up in a piece of rascally 
earthen ware * I must speak to her— Puppy, stand 
out of my way. 

Go. Ha, hal ay, now for't. # 

D.Lew. [To Angelina.] Ah! ah!*— ah! Ma- 
dam--— I pity you : you're a lovely young creature, 
and ought to have a handsome man yoked to you, 
one of understanding too ;— I am sorry to say it, 
but this fellow's scull's extremely thick — >— heean 
never get any thing upon that fair body, but muffs 
and snuff-boxes j or, say* he should have a thing 
shaped like a child, you can make nothing of it but a 
taylor. 

Clo. Odds me! why, you are testy, my dear uncle.] 

D. Lew. Will nobody take that troublesome dog 
out of my sight— —I can't stay where he is-— I'll 

go see my poor boy Charles ?t've disturbed you, 

madam ; your humble servant* 
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4xt. You'll cQme again, and drink the bride's. 
health, brother* 

&. Lm. That lady's health I may ; and, if shell 
give me leave, perhaps sit by her at table too. 

Clo. Ha, ha; bye, nuncle. • 

D. Lew. Puppy, good by e {Exit D. Lewis. 

Ang. An odd-humour'd gentleman. 

Ant* Very odd indeed, child ; I suppese in pure 
spight, he'll make my son Charles his heir* 

Ang. Methinks I would not have a light head, nor 
one laden with too much learning, as my father says 
thisJCarlos is ; sure thete's something hid in that gen- 
tleman's concern for hh», that speaks him not so mere 
a log. 

Ant. Come, shall we go and seal, brother I The 
priest stays for us. When Carlos has signed the con- 
veyance, as he shall presently, we'll then to the wed- 
ding, and so to dinner. • 

Cha. With all my heart, sir. x l 

Clo, Allonsy ma chere princesse. [Extunt* 

Ca&LOS inJki* study, wit6D*»L&Vtn>*rtd Sakghck 

IX Lew. Nay, you are undone. 

Car. Then-^-I must study, sir, to bear my fortune. 

i>. Lew. Have you no greater feeKng? 

Saw. You were sensible of the great book, sir, when 
it fell upon your head j and won't the ruin of your 
fortune stir you ? 

Car. Will he have my books too ? 

D. Lew. No, no, he has a book, a fine one too, 

Dij 
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called The Gentleman's Recreation ; or. The secret 
Art of getting Sons and Daughters : such a creature! 
a beauty in folio 1 Would thou hadst her in thy study, 
Carlos, though it were but to new-clasp her. 

San. He has seen fcer, sir. 

D. Lew. Well, and and . 

San. He flung away his book, sir. 

D. Lew. Did he faith? would he had flung away 
his humour too, and spoke to her. 

Car. Must my brother then have all ? 

D. Lew. All, all. 

San. All that your father has, sir. 

Car. And that fair creature too. 

San. Ay, sir. 

D. Lew. Hey! 

Car. He has enough, then. [Signing. 

D. Lew. He have her, Charles 1 why would, would, 
that is hey ! 

Car. May not I see her, sometimes, and call her 
sister ? I'll do her no wrong. 

D. Lew. I can't bear this 1 'Sheart, I could cry for 
madness I Flesh and fire I do but speak to her, man. 

Car, I cannot, sir, her look requires something of 
that distant awe, words of that soft respect, and yet 
such force and meaning too, that I should stand con- 
founded to approach her, and yet I long to wish her 
joy. Oh, were I born to give it too I 

D. Lew. Why, thou shalt wish her joy, boy ; faith 
she is a good-humoured creature, she'll take it kindly. 

Car. Do you think so, uncle I 
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D+ Lew* 1 *ll to her, and tcti of you* 
Cir« Do sir— Stay, unc l e ■ w ill she aoMhink 
ine rude ? I would not for the world offend her. 
D. Lew. 'Fend a fiddle-slick- — let me alone 

I'll— -m — 

Czr. Nay, but, sir 1 dear uncle I 

D. Lew. A hum I a hum 1 [Exit JShn Lewis. 



Enter Antonio &td tie Lawyer with * writing* 

Ant. Where's my son ? 

San* There, sir, casting a figure what chopping 
children his brother shall have, and where he shall 
find a new father for himself. 

Ant. I shall find a stick for you, rogue, I shall. 
Charles, how dost thou do t Come, hither, boy. 

Car. Your pleasure, sir ? 

Ant. Nay, no great matter, child, only to put your 
name here a little, to this bit of parchment : I think 
you write a reasonable good hand, Charles. 

Car. Pray, sir, to what use may it be ? 

Ant. Only to pass your title in the land I have, to 
your brother Clodio. 

Car. Is it no more, sir ? 

Law. That's all, sir. 

Ant . No, no, 'tis nothing else ; look you, you shall 
be provided for, you shall have what books you 
please, and your means shall come in without your 
care, and you shall always have a servant to wait on 
you. 

Car. Sir, I thank you; but if you please, I had ra- 

Diij 
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ther sign it before the good company below ; it be- 
ing, sir, so frank a gift, 'twill be some small compli- 
ment to have done it before the lady too : there I 
shall sign it cheerfully, and wish my brother fortune. 

Ant. With all my heart, child ; it's the same thing 
to me. 

Car. You'll excuse me, sir, if I make no great stay 
with you. 

Ant. Do as thou wilt, thou shalt do any thing thou 
hast a mind to. [Exeunt, 

San. Now has he undone himself for ever ; ods- 
heart, I'll down into the cellar, and be stark drunk 
for anger. [Exit. 



SCENE IL 

Changes to a Dining- Roam : a large Table spread. Enter 
Charino with Angelina, Clodio, Don Lewis, 
Ladies, Priest f and a Lawyer. 

Law. Come, let him bring his son's hand, and all's 
done. Are you ready, sir ? 

Priest. Sir, I shall dispatch them presently, imme- 
diately ; for in truth I am an hungry. 

C/o. l'gad, I warrant you, the priest and I could 

both fall to without saying grace Ha, you little 

rogue ! what, you think it long too ? 

Ang. I find no fault, sir ; better things were well 
done, than done too hastily Sir, you look melan- 
choly. [ To Don Lewis. 
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D. Lew. Sweet swelling blossom 1 Ah, that, I had 
the gathering of thee ; I would stick thee in the bosom 
of* pretty young fellow— -Ah, thou hast missed a 
man (but that he is so bewitched to his study, and knows 
no other mistress than his mind) so far above this 
feather-headed puppy 

Ang. Can he talk, sir ? 

D. Lew. Like an angel— —to himself— the devil 
a word to a woman : his language is all upon the high 
business : to heaven, and heavenly wonders, to na- 
ture, and her dark and secret causes. 

Ang. Does he speak so well there, sir ? 

D. Lew. To admiration 1 Such curiosities I but he 
can't look a woman in the face; if he does, he blushes 
like fifteen. 

Ang. But a little conversation, methinks— 

D. Lew. Why, so I think too ; bur the boy's be- 
witched, and the devil can't bring him to*t : shall I 
try if I can get him to wish you joy ? 

Ang. I shall receive it as becomes his sister, sir. 

Clo. Look, look, old testy will fail in love by and 
by; he's hard at it, split me. 

Cha. Let him alone, she'll fetch him about, I war- 
rant you. 

Clo. So, here my father comes I Now priest. Hey, 
my brother too 1 that's a wonder ; broke like a spirit 
from his cell. 

Enter Antonio and Carlos. 
D. Lew. Odso, here he is ; that's he ; a little in- 
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dining to the lean, or so, bat his understanding's the 
fatter for't. 

- Ant. Come, Charles, 'twere your desire to see mjp 
fair daughter and the good company, *nd to seaj be* 
fore 'cm all, and give yotrr brother joy. 

Cka. He does well ; I shall think the better of him 
as long as I live. 

Car. Is this the lady, sir ? 

Ant. Ay, that's your sister, Charles. 

Car. Forbid it, love 1 [Aside."] Do yow not thmfe 
she'll grace our family ? 

Ant. No doubt on't, sir. 

Car. Should I not thank her for so unmerited a 
grace ? 

Ant. Ay, and welcome, Charles. 

JD. Lew. Now, my boy ; give her a gentle twist by 
the finger ; lay your lips softly, softly* close and plump 
to her. [Apart to Carlos. 

dr. Pardon a stranger's freedom, lady ^Salutes 

Angelina.] Dissolving softness! Oh, the drowning 
joy ! — Happy, happy he that sips eternally such ne&ar 
down, that unconfined may lave and wanton there in 
sateless draughts of ever-springing beauty.— But 
you, fair creature, share by far the higher joy; if, as 
I've read, (nay, now am sure) the sole delight of love 
lies only in the power to give. 

Ang. How near his thoughts agree with mine ; this 

the mere scholar I was told of! [Aside.] 1 find, 

sir, you have experienced love, you seem acquainted 
with the passion. 
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Car. I've had, indeed a dead pale glimpse in theory, 
but never saw the enlivening light before. 

Ang. Ha, before 1 [Aside. 

Ant. Well, these are very fine compliments* Charles ; 
but you say nothing to your brother yet. 

Cor. Oh, yes, and wish him, sir, with any .other 
beauty, (if possible) more lasting joy than I could 
taste with her. 

Ang. He speaks unhappily. 

Clo. • Ha !•»—— what do you say, brother ? 

Ant. Nay, for my part, I don't understand him. 

Cka. Nor I. 

D. Lew. Stand clear, I do and that sweet 

creature too, I hope. 

Ang. Too well, I fear- 
• Ant. Come, come, to the writing, Charles; pr'y- 
thee leave thy studying, man. 

Car. I leave my life first ; I study now to be a man ; 
before, what man was, was but my argument;—— 
I am now on the proof; I find, I feel myself a man — 
nay, I fear it too. 

D. Lew. He has it! he has it I my boy's in fort. 

Clo. Come, come, will you 

D. Lew. Stand out of the way, puppy. 

[Interposing with his back to Clody. 

Car. Whence is it, fair, that while I offer speech to 
you, my thoughts want words, my words their free 
and honest utterance ? Why is it thus I tremble at 
your touch, and fear your frown, as would a frighted 
child the dreadful lightning ? Yet should my dearest 
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friend or brother dare to cheek my ram deluded 
wishes, Oh, I should turn, and fawr him like on of- 
fended lion— —Is this, can it, 1911st it be in a sis- 
ter's power? 

Clo. Come, come, will you siga brother i 

i>. Lew. Time enough, puppy* 
. Car. Ol if yw knew witfe what p*eeqpa*ed kaatr 
you hurry on a deed that makes you bleps'd or mi* 
serable for ever, ev'n yet, nea# as you are to happi- 
ness,' you'd fin.4 no danger i* a nywieat's. pause. 

Clo, I say, will ypu, sign, b«ot)*ef .} 

Car. Away, I have no time for trifles! Room for 
311 elder brother, 

D. Lew. Why, did not I bid thee stapd out of the 
way now ? 

Ant. Ay, but this. is trifting t Charles, I .Com?, cojne, 
your hand, man. 

Car. Your pardon, sir, I ca*no£ seal yet ; had you 
only shew'd me land, I had resign'd it free, and proud 
to have bestow'd it to your pleasure: 'tis care, 'tis> 
dirt, and trouble : but you have opened to m e such a 
treasure, such unimagin'd mines of solid joy, that I 
perceive my temper s.tubty>rn naw, ev/n ty a churlish 
avarice of love— -Heaven direct *ny fortune. 

Ant. And. so you won't part with your title, sir? 

Car. Sooner with wy soul of reason, be a plant, a 
beast, a fish, a fly, and only make the number of 
things up, than yield one foot of Uod~< — if she be 
ty'd to't. 

Cka. Idoa'tlike t^} he falte oddfo* metlainks. 
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Ang. Yet with a bravery of soul might warm the 
coldest heart. [Aside* 

Ob. Pshaw, pox I prithee, brother, you had better 
think of those things in your study, man I 

Car, Go you and study, for 'tis time, young bro- 
her : turn o'er the tedious volumes I have read ; 
hink, and digest them well ! the whohomest food 
for. green consumptive minds; "wear out whole 
4 fasted days, and by the pale weak lamp pore away 
1 the freezing bights ; rather make dim thy sight, 
' than leave thy mind in doUbt and darkness : con- 
' fine thy useless travels to thy closet, traverse the 

* wise and civil lives of good arid great men dead ; 
( compare 'em with the living : tell me why Caesar 

* perished by the hand that loved him most 5 and 
' why his enemies deplored him t Distil the sweet* 
' ness from the poet's spring, and learn to soften 

* thy desires ;" nor dare to dream of marriage- 
Vows, 'till thou hast taught thy soul, like mine, td 
love-— —Is it for thee to Wear a jewel of this inesti- 
mable worth I 

Z>. Lew. Ah, Charles 1 [Kisses Aim'] What say you 
to the scholar now, chicken t 

Ang. A wonder!— —Is this gentleman your bro- 
ther j sir } [To Clody. 

Clot Hey I No, my— ^ Madam, not quite that 

is, he is a little a-kin by the Pox on him, would 

he were bury'd— 1 can't tell what to say to him, 
split me. 

Ant. Positively, you will not seal then, ha ? 
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Car. Neither— I should not blindly say I will not 
seal Let me intreat a moment's pause* 

for, even yet, perhaps I may. [Signing* 

Aug. Forbid it; Fortune I 

Ant. O, may you so, sir 1 * 

Clo. Ay ! sir, hey ! What you are come to your- 
self I find, 'sheart 1 

Cha. Ay, ay, give him a little time, he'll think bet- 
ter on't, I warrant you. 

Car. Perhaps, fair creature, I have done you wrong, 
whose plighted love and hope went hand in hand to- 
gether ; but I conjure you, think my life were hate- 
ful after so base, so barbarous an a£t as parting 'em t 
what 1 to lay waste at once for ever all the gay blos- 
soms of your forward fortune, " the promised wishes 
4 ' of your young desire, your fruitful beauty, and 
" your springing joy ; your thriving softness, and 
" your clustered kisses, growing on the lips of love, 
" devour 'd with an unthirsty infant's appetite !" O 
forbid it, Love 1 forbid it, Nature and Humanity 1 I 
have no land, no fortune, life, or being, while your 
necessity of peace requires 'em, Say 1 or give me 
need to think your smallest hope depends on my 
objected ruin ; my ruin is my safety there; my for- 
tune, or my life resign'd with joy, so your account of 
happy hours were tnence but rais'd to any added 
number. 

Cha. Why ay I there's some civility in this. 

Clo. The fellow really talks very prettily. 

Car. But if in bare compliance to a father's will, 
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you now but suffer marriage, or what's worse, give it 
as an extorted bond, impos'd on the simplicity of your 
youth, and dare confess you wish some honest friend 
would save, or free you from its hard conditions ; I 
then again Jiave land, have life, and resolution, 
waiting still upon your happier fortune. 

Clo. Ha, ha 1 pert enough, that 1 I*gad 1 I long to 
see what this will come to 1 

Priest. In truth, unless somebody is marry'd pre- 
sently, the dinner will be spoiled, and then no 

body will be able -to eat it. 

AnU Brother, I say, let's remove the lady. 

CAa. Force her from him 1 

Car, *Tis too late 1 I have a figure here 1 Sooner 
shall bodies leave their shade ; " as well you might 
" attempt to shot old Time into a den, and from his 
" downy wings wash the swift hours away, or steal 
"eternity to stop his glass;" so fixed, so rooted 
here, is every growing thought of her. 

Clo. .Gads me; what, now it's troublesome again, 
wit* 

Car. Consider, fair one, now's the very crisis tof our 
fate : you cannot have it sure to ask, if honfur be 
the parent of my love : if you can love for love, 
and think your heart rewarded there, like two young 
vines we'll curl together, circling our souls in never- 
ending joy ; we'll spring together, and we'll bear one 
fruit; one joy shall make us smile, one sorrow 
mourn ; one age go with us, one hour of death shall 
close our eyes, and one cold grave shall hold us 

E 
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happ y * Say but you hate me not ! O speak I 

Give but the softest breath to that transporting 
thought I 

Ang. Need 1 then speak ; to say, I am far from 
luting you ■ -I would say more, but there is 
nothing fit for me to say. 

Cha. I'll bear it no longer 

u4ng. On this you may depend, I cannot like that 
marriage was propos'd me. 

Car. How shalriray soul requite this goodness ) 

Cha. Beyond patience 1 this is downright inso- 
lence! roguery! rape! 

Jnt. Part 'em. 
. Ck. Ay, ay 1 part 'em, part 'em, 

p. Lew. Dolll du*m! dum? 

[Sings and drafts in tkejf defence* 

C&4. Call an officer, I'll have 'em forc'd asunder. 

Wng. Nay, then I am reduced to take protection 
here. [Cpes to Carlos, 

Car, Oecstacy of heart! transporting joy I 

D.Lew. Lorral Dorrol! Loll! [Sings and dances* 

CU. A plot 1 a pjpt against my honour ! Murder! 
Treason ! Gunpowder ! I'll be reveng'd I 

Ant. Sir, you shall have satisfaction, 

Cka. V\\ be reveng'd! 

Ant, Carlos, I say, forego the lady. 

Car. Never, while I have sense of being, life, or 
motion. 

Clp. You won't! Gadso! What, then I find I must 
fag 0«t u fx>n this business \ Ailousl the lady, sir I 
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D. Lew. Lorra I Dorrol ! Loll 1 ,,£ 

[Presenting kis point t% Clodio* 

Cha. I'll have his blood 1 by all the scars and 
wounds of honour in my family ! [Exit Charino. 

Car. Hold, uncle ! come brother 1 sheath youran- 

ger 1*11 do my best to satisfy you all— —but first 

I would intreat a blessing here. 

Aat. Out of my doors, thou art no son of mfoe. 

[Exit Aut. 

Car. I am sorry I have lost a fetter, sir For 

you, brother, since once you had a seeming hope in 
lieu of what you've lost, half of my birthright — j- 

Clo. No halves ! no halves, sir I the whole ladjft 

Car. Why, then the whole, if you can like the* 
terms. • 

Clo. What terms ? What terms } Come, quick, 
quick* 

Car. The first is this [Snatches Bon Lewis** 

sword."] Win her, and wear her; for, on my soul, un- 
less my body fail, my mind shall never yield thee up 
a thought in love* 

D. Lew* Gramercy, Charles 1 Xo him, boy I 1'gad, 
this love has made a man of him. << 

Car. This is the first good sword I ever pois'd in 
anger yet; 'tis sharp I'm sure; if it but hold my 

putting home, 1 shall so hunt your insolence \- 1 

feel the fire of ten strong spirits in me : wert thou a 
native fencer, in so fair a cause, I thus should, hold 
thee at the worst defiance. 

CU. Look you, brother, take care of yourself, I 

£ ij 
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shall certainly be in you the first thrust ; but if you 
had rather, dy'e see, we'll talk a little calmly about 
this business. 

Car. Away,trifler! I would be loth to prove thee 
a coward too. 

Go, Coward ! why then really, sir, if you please, 
midriff's the word, brother ; you are a son of a whore 
— Allans I — [TAeyJigAt, and Clodio is disarmed. 

Car. There, sir, take your life and mend it.— - 

** Begone without reply." 

Ang. Are you wounded, sir \ 

Caf. Only in my fears for you: how shall we 
bestow us, uncle? 

D. Lew. Positively, we are not safe here, this lady 
being an heiress. Follow me. 

Car. Good angels guard us. [Exeunt with Ang. ' 

Go. Gadso I I never fene'd so ill in all my life 
never in my life, split me ! 

Enter Monsieur. 

Mons. Sire, here be de trompete, de haute-boy, de 
musique, de maitre danser, dat deseer to know if you 
sal be please to 'ave de masque begin. 

Go. Ha 1 what does this puppy say now ? 

Mons. Sire, de musique. 

Go. Why ay that's true but tell 'em 

plague on 'em, tell 'em, they are not ready 

tun'd. 

Mons. Sire, dare is all tune, all prepare. 

Go, Ay I Why then, tell 'em that my brother's 
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wise again, and has spoil'd all, and I am bubbled, 
and so I sha'nt be married till next time ; but I have 
fought with him, and he has disarm'd me ; and so 
he won't release the land, nor give me my mistress 
again ; and I 1 am undone, that's all. [Exeunt* 

Inter Charino, Antonio, Officers, and Servants. 

Cka. Officer, do your duty : I say, seize 'cm all* 

Ant. Carry 'em this minute before a— —How 
now 1 What all fled ? 

Cha . Ha ! my girl ! my child ! my heiress ! I am 
abus'dl I am cheated! I am robb'd 1 I am ravish'd I 
murder'd 1 and flung in a ditch. 

Ant. Who let 'em out \ Which way went they, 
villains i 

Strv. Sir, we had no order to stop them ; but they 
went out at the door not six minutes ago. 

Cka, I'll pursue them with buls, warrants, actions, 
writs, and malice : I'm a lawyer, sir; they shall find 
I understand riiin. 

Ant. Nay, they shall be found, sir : run you to the 
port, sirrah, see if any ships are going off, and bring 
us notice immediately. [Exeunt officers and servants. 

Enter Sancho drunk. 

San. Ban, ban, Cac-q^lihao. [&**£** 

Ant. Here comes a rogue, Til warrant, |pnowj the 
bottom of all ! Where's my spa, villain i 
San. Son, sirl 
Cha. Where's my daughter, sirrah i 

Tl • • • 
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San, Daughter, sir ! 

Cka. Ay, my daughter, rascal ! 

San. Why, sir, they told me just now> sir— that 
she's she's run away. 

Ant. Dog, where's your master ? 

San, My master I why, they say he is ■ 

Ant. Where, sirrah i 

San. Why, he is — he is— gone along with her. 

Ant. Death! you dog, discover him, or *— 

San. Sir, I will 1 will. 

Ant. Where is he, villain ? 

San. Where sir ? Why, to be sure he is he is— 

-—upon my soul, I don't know, sir. 

Ant. No more trifling, rascal. 

San. If I do sir, I wish this may be my poison. 

[Drinks. 

Ant. Death ! you dog, get out of my house, or I'll 
So, sir, have you found him ? 



Re-enter the Servant hastily^ and Clodio. 

Clo. Ay, sir, have you found 'em. 

Serv. Yes, sir, I had a sight of 'em ; but they were 
just got on board a small vessel before I could over* 
take 'em. 

Cka. Death and furies ! ; 
• Ant . Whither were they bound, sirrah ? 

Serv. Sir, I could not discover that : but they were 
full before the wind, with a very smart gale. 

Ant. What shall we dfj brother ? 
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Clo. Be as smart as they, sir ; follow 'em, follow 



'em. 



Cka. Send to the port this moment, and secure a 
ship ; I'll pursue them through all the elements. 

Clo. I'll follow you by the northern star. 

Ant. Run to the port again, rogue ; hire a ship, 
and tell 'em they must hoist sail immediately. 

Enter Monsieur. 

Clo. And you rogue, run to my chamber, fill up my 

snuff-box Cram it hard, you dog, and be here 

again before you get thither. 

Ant. What, will you take nothing else, boy ? 

Clo. Nothing, sir, but snuff and opportunity—— 
we're in haste. Allons I hey ! Je vole. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCEN& I. 



Lisbon. Enter Elvira, Don Duart, and Governor* 

Elvira. 
Dear brother, let me intjreat you, stay; why will 
you provoke your danger? 

D. Du. Madam, my honour must be satisfied. 

Elv. That's done already, by the degrading blow 
'you gave him. 

Gov. Pray, niece, whatis it has incens'd him ? 



atis 
eft] 



- Elv. Nothing but a neWlless quarrel. 
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Goo. I am *orry for him— To whom is all this 
fury, nephew ? 
D. Du. To vou, sir, or any man that dares oppose 



me. 



&w. Come, you are too boisterous, sir; and this 
Vam opinion of your courage, taken on your late 
success in duelling, makes you daily shuna'd by men 
of civil conversation. For shame, leave off these 
senseless brawls ; if you are valiant, as you would be 
thought, turn out your courage to the wars; let 
your king and country be the better for % t. 

D. Du. Yes, so I might be general Sir, no man 

living shall command me. 

Gov. Sir, you shall find that here itv Lisbon I -will : 
I'm every hour folio w'd with complaints of your be- 
haviour from men of almost all conditions; and my 
authority, whkh you presume will bear you out, 
because you are my nephew, no longer shall protect 
you now : expect your next disorder to be punished 
with as much severity as his that is a stranger to my 

blood. 
D. Du. Punish me 1 You, nor your office, dare not 

do't. 

Gov. Awayl Justice dares do any thing she ought. 

Elv. Brother, this brutal temper must be cast off: 
when you can master tliat, you shall gladly command 
my fortune. But if you still persist, expect my pray- 
ers and vows for your conversion only ; ibut never 
means, or favour. 

D. Du. Fire4 and iurilh Vm tutortt here like 
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a mere school-boy ! Women shall judge of injuries 
in honour ? For you, si r I was born free, 

and will not curb my spirit, nor is it for your au- 
thority to tempt it : give me the usage of a man of 
honour, or 'tis not your government shall protect you. 

[Exit. 

Gov. I am sorry to see this, niece, for your sake. 

Elv. Wou'd he were not my brother. 

Enter Don Manuel, " and Sailors,*' with Angelina. 

D. Man. Divide the spoil amongst you : this fair 
captive I only challenge for myself. 

Gov. Ha! some prize brought in. 

"Sail. Sir, she's yours; you fought, and well de* 
44 serve her." 

Gov. Noble Don Manuel ! welcome on shore ! I- 
see you are fortunate : for I presume that's some un- 
common prize. 

D. Man. She is, indeed These ten years I 

have known the seas, and many rough engagements 
there ; but never saw so small a bark so long de- 
fended, with such incredible valour, and by two men 
scarce arm'd too. 

Gov. Is't possible. 

Z>. Man. Nay, and their contempt of death, when 
taken, exceeds even all they atted in their freedom. 

Gov. Pray tell us, sir. 

D. Man. When they were brought aboard us, both 
disarmed and ready to be itfter'd, they look'd as they 
had sworn never to take the bread of bondage, and on- 
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a sudden snatching up their swords, (the younger tak- 
ing first from this fair maid a fartwel only with his 
eyes) both leapt into the sea. 

Gov. 'Tis wonderful, indeed. 

D. Man. It wrought so much upon me, had not our 
own safety hindered, (at that time a great ship pursu- 
ing us) I would in charity have ta*en 'em up, and with 
their lives they should have had their liberty. 

Ang. Too late, alas ! they're lost 1 (heart-wound- 
ing thought I ) for ever lost 1— -I now am friendless, 
miserable, and a slave. 

D. Man. Take comfort, fair one, perhaps you yet 
again may see 'em : they were not quite a league from 
shore, and with such strength and courage broke 
through the rolling waves, they could not fail of life 
and safety. 

Ang* In that last hope, I brook a wretched being : 
but if they're dead, my woes will find so many doors 
to let out life, I shall not long survive 'em. 

Eh. Alas, poor lady 1 Come, sir, misery but weeps 
the more when she is gaz'd on— —we trouble her. 

Gov. I wait on you j your servant, si r 

[Exeunt El v. and Gov, 

D. Man, Now, my fair captive, tho* 1 confess you 
beautiful, yet give me leave to own my heart has long 
been in another's keeping ; therefore, the favour X 
am about to ask, you may at least hear with safety. 

Ang. This has etigag'd me, sir, to hear. 

D. Man. These three years have I honourably lov'd 
a noble lady* her name Louisa, the beauteous niece 
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of great Perrara's Duke : her person and fortune un- 

control'd, sole mistress of herself and me, who long 
have languish'd in a hopeless constancy. Now I per- 
ceive, in all your language, and your looks, a sofr'ning 
power, nor can a suit by you promoted be denied : 
therefore, I would a while intreat your leave to re- 
commend you, as her companion, to this lady's fa- 
vour; and, (as I'm sure you'll soon be near her 
closest thoughts) if you can think upon the honest 
courtesies I hitherto have shewn your modesty, and, 
in your happy talk, but name with any mark of fa- 
vour, me, or my unweary'd love, 'twould be a gener- 
ous adl wotr*d fix me ever grateful to its memory. 

Ang. Such poor assistance, sir, as onedistress'd like 
me, can give, shall willingly be paid : if 1 can steal 
but any thoughts from my own misfortunes, rest 
assurM, they'll be employ 'd in healing yours. 

D. Man. I'll stndy to deserve this goodness : for 
the present, think my poor house your own ; at night 
I'll wait upon you to the lady, 'till when I am your 
guard. 

Ang. You have bound me to your service. 

[Exeunt D. Manuel and Angelina. 

SCENE U. 



Changes to a Churchy the Vespers supposed to be just ended, se- 
veral walking out. Carlos and Don Lewis rtsingnear 
Louisa ab^Honoria. Louisa oSservingC ah los. 

Hon. Come, madam, shall we walk out? The 
Croud's pretty well over now. 
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Lou. But then that melancholy softness in his look I 

[To herulf. 

Hon, Cousin 1 Donna Louisa! 

Lou. Ev'n in his devotions too, such graceful adora- 
tions so sweet a 

Hon. Cousin, will you go ? 

Lou. Pshaw, time enough Pr'ythee let's walk a 

little this way. 

Hon. What's the matter with her. 

[They walk from 2>. Lewis and Carlos. 

Car. To what are we reserv'd ? 

D. Lew. For no good, I'm afraid ■ -My ill luck 
don't use* to give over when her hand's in ; she's al- 
ways in haste One misfortune generally comes 

galloping in upon the back of another Drowning 

we have escap'd miraculously; would the fear of 
hanging were over too j our being so strangely sav'd 
from one, smells damnable rank of the other. Tho' 
I am oblig'd to thee, Charles, for what life I have, 
and I'll thank thee for't, if ever I set foot upon my 
estate again: faith, I was just gone; if thou hadst 
not taken me upon thy back the last hundred yards, 
by this time I had been food for herrings and mack- 

rel But 'tis pretty well as it is ; for there is not 

much difference between starving and drowning — AH 

in good time We are poor enough in conscience, 

and 1 don't know but two days more fasting might 
really make us hungry too. 

Lou. They are strangers then, and seem in some ne- 
cessity. [Aside. 
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Car. These are light wants to me, I find 'em none 
when weigh'd with Angelina's loss ; when I reflect on 
her distress/ the hardships and the cries of helpless 
bondage ; the insolent, the deaf desires of men in 
power; O ! I cou'd wish the fate that sav'd us from 
the ocean's fury, in kinder pity of our love's distress, 
had bury'd us in one wave embracing. 

Lou. How tenderly he talks 1 This were indeed a 
lover! [Aside. 

D. Lew. A most unhappy loss, indeed ? But come, 
don't despair, boy ;■ the ship that took us was a Por- 
tuguese, of Lisbon too, I believe ; who knows but 
some way or other we may hear of her yet ? . 

" Car. In that poor hope I live O thou dread j 

" Power! stupenduous Author of universal being, J 
" and of thy wondrous works, that virgin wife, the'} 
"master-piece, look down upon her; let the bright \ 
" virtues of her untainted mind sue for, and protect * 
" her : O let her youth, her spotless innocence, to 
" which all passages in Heaven stand open, appear 
" before thy throne distressed, and meet some miracle 
•* to save her. 

" Lou. Who would not dip to be so pray'd for ? 

[Aside. 

" D. Lew. Faith, Charles, thou hast pray'd heartily* 
" I'll say that for thee; so that if any good fortune 
« will pay us a visit, we are ready to receive her now 
"as soon as she pleases." Come, don't be melan- 
choly. 

F 
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; Car. Aave I not cause? Were not my force of 
tith superior to my hopeless reason, I could not 
rar the insults of my fortune; but I haverais'd my- 
jself by elevated faith, as far above despair, as reason 
! lifts me from the brute. 

D. Lew. Why now, would not this make any one 
weep, to hear a young man talk so finely, when lie is 
almost famish'd ? 

Leu* What were you saying, cousin ? 

Hon. I wou'd have said, madam, bnt you wou'd 
not hear me. 

Lou, Pr*ythee forgive me, I was in the oddest 
thought: let's walk a little. «' MI have Wmdogg'd. 
« [Aside.] Jaquesf [Wkitpert.] Whit was't yot* ask'd 
'* me, cousin ? 

«« Hon. The reason of your aversion to Don Ma- 
'* nuel } You know he loves you. 

" Lou. I hate his love. 

u Htm* But why, pray } You know*trs honourable, 
*• and so is his family; nor is his fortune less : I 
" should think, the more desirable, because hi* cou- 
" rage and his conduct on the seas have rais'd it; 
" nay, with all this, he's extremely modest too. 

n Lou. Therefore, I might hate him. 

i$ Htm. For his modesty ) » 
j •• Lou. Is any thing so sleepy, so flat, and insup- 
¥ portable, as a modest lover I 

" Hon. Wou'd you bear impudence in a lover i 

" Lou. I don't know; it's more tolerable in the 
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«« man than the woman ; and there must Be itnpu- 
•* dence on the one side before they can both come 
" to a right understanding. 

" Am. Why, what will you hare him do ? 

" Lett. That's a very home question, cousin; hut, 
" if 1 lik'd him, I could tell you. 

" Htm. Suppose you did like him ? 

«* Lou. Then I would not tell you* 

« Horn. Why } 

** Lou. 'Cause I should have^nore discretion. 

u Ho** Bless me I sure you would not do any thing 
" you would be asham'd to tell r 

" las. That's true; but if one should, you know, 
" 'twou'd be silly to tell. No woman would be fond 
€t of shame, sure. 

" Hon. But there's no avoiding it in a shameful 
" aclion. 

4i Lou. Don't be so positive. 
• ** Hon. All your friends would shun you, point at 
" you, 

" Lou. And yet you see there's a world of friend- 
" ship and good-breeding among all the women of 
" quality. 

*< Hon. Suppose there be r 

" Lou. Why then, 1 suppose, that a great many of 
" them are mightily hurried in the care of their re- 
" putation. 

" Hon. So you conclude, that a woman doing an ill 
>< thing, does herself no harm, while her reputation's 

' safe. 

1^ • • 
1 y 
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any evil you would have me pra&ise, be not offended, 
if I dare not take it. 

Lou. " How affably he talks I how chaste, how in- 
" nocent his thoughts 1— he must be won— [Aside.]" 
—You are too scrupulous ; I have no hard designs 
upon your honesty only this be wise and cau- 
tious, if you should follow me; I am observed; fare- 
wel. Jaques ! Will you walk, cousin I [Whis- 
pers Jaques. ]— and bring me word immediately— 
I am going home. [Exeunt Lou. and Hon. 

D. Lew. Let's see ; Odsheart I follow her, man- 
why, 'tis all gold! • 

Car. Dispose it as you please. 

D. Lew. I'll first have a better title to't No, *tis 

all thine, boy 1 hold an hundred pistoles she's 

some great fortune in love with you— —I say, follow 
her— —since you have lost one wife before you had 
her, I'd have you make sure of another before you 
lose her. 

Car. Fortune, indeed, has dispossessed her of my 
person ; but her firm title to my heart, not all the 
subtle arts or laws of love can shake or violate. 

Dt Lew. Pr'ythce follow her now; methinks I'd 
fain see thee in bed with somebody before I die. 

Car. IJe not so poor in thought; let me intreat you 
rather to employ 'em, sir, with mine, in search x>f 
Angelina's fortune. 

D. Lew. Well, dear Charles, don't chide me now. 
I do love thee, and will jbllow thee. [Exeunt, 
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. t 

SCENE 111. 

The street. Enter Antonio and Ch a r i n o • 

Ant. You heard what the sailor said, brother; such 
a ship has put in here, and such persons were taken 
in it. Therefore, my advice is, immediately to get a 
warrant from the government, to search and take 'em 
up, wherever we can find 'em. 

Cha. Sir, you must not tell me — I won't be choused 
out of my daughter ; I shall expect her, sir ; if not, 
I'll take my course ; I know the law. [Walks about. 

Ant. You really have a great deal of dark wit, bro- 
ther ; but if you know any course better than a war- 
rant to search for her, in the name of wisdom, take 

it i if not, here's my oath, and yours, and how 

now, where's Clody ?— Oh, here he comes — 

Enter C L o D i o, searching his pockets. 

How now I what's the matter, boy ? 

Clo. Ay, it's gone, split me. 

Ant. What's the matter * [Louder. 

Clo. The best joint in Christendom. 

Ant. Clody 1 

Clo. Sir, I have lost my snuff-box. 

Ant. Pshai a trifle ; get thee another, man. 

Clo. Sir, 'tis not to be had — besides, I dare not shew 
my face at Paris without it. What do you think her 
Grace will say to me ? 
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Cka. Well, upon second thoughts, I am content to 
search. 

Clo. I have searched all my pockets fifty times over, 
to no purpose. 

Cka. Pockets! 

Cl$. It's impossible to fellow it, but in Paris*— Fll 
go to Paris, split me* [Jside, 

Cka. To Paris 1 Why, you don't suppose my daugh* 
ter's there, sir ? 

Clo. I don't know but she Way, sir : but I am sure 
they make the best joints in Europe there* 

Cka. Joints!— —my son-in-law, that should have 
been, seems strangely altered for the worse. But 
come, let's to the governor. 

Cfr. I'll have it cried, faith ; or, if that won't do, 
I have a lucky thought j I'll offer thirty pistoles to 
the finder, in the Paris Gazette, in pure compliment 
to the favours of Madame la Duchess de— — Mum. 
I'll do't, faith. 

Ant. Come along, Clody. [Exit Ant. mud Charino. 

Clo. Sir, I must look a little ; Til follow you pre- 
sently. My poor, pretty box 1 Ah, plague o'my sea- 
voyage 1 

Enter a Servant hastily , with ajlawihtau. 

Scrv. By your leave, sir, my master's coming; pray, 
sir, clear the way. 

Clo. Hal why, thou art pert, my love; pr'ythee, 
who is thy master, child \ 
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Serv. The valiant Don Duart, sir, nephew to the 
governor of Lisbon. 

Clo. Well, child ; and what, does he eat every man 
he meets? 

Serv. No, sir; but he challenges every man that 
takes the wall of him, and always sends me before to 
clear the way. 

Clo. Hal a pretty harmless humour that I Is this 

he, child } You may look as terrible as you please ; 

I must banter you, split me. [Aside. 

Enter Don Duart, stalking up to Clodio. 

D. Du. Do you know me, sir t f 

' Clo. Hey, hoi [Looks carelessly on Aim, and gapes* 

D. Du. Do you know me, sir ? 

Clo. You did not see my snuff box, sir, did you ? 

D. D. Sir, in Lisbon, no man asks me a question co- 
vered. [Strikes ofClody's hat.] Now, you know me. ' 

Clo. Perfectly well, sir — Hi, hil I like you mightily 
-—you are not a bully, sir ? 

D. Du. You are saucy, friend. 

Oo. Ay, it's a way I have, after I'm affronted— 
Thou art really the most extraordinary — umph — that 
ever I met with. Now, sir, do you know me, split 
me ? 

D. Du. Know thee 1 take that, peasant! 

[Strikes kirn, and both draw. 

Clo. I can't, upon my soul, sir; allonsl now we shall 
come to a right understanding. [They fight* 

Serv. Helpl murder 1 help! . 
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Clo. Aliens I to our better acquaintance, sir— Ah, 
hal [D. "Dm. falls.] he has itt Never pushed better 
ia my life, never in my lift, split me. 

Serv. Oh, my master's killed 1 help, ho 1 murder f 
lielp ! 

Q*. Hey f why, faith, child, that's very true, as thoa 
sayest ; and so, the devil take the hindmost. 

[Exit Clodio. 

Enter Officers. 

i Off. How now ! Who's that cries murder i 

Serv. Oh, my master's murdered I some of you fol- 
low* me; this way he took; let's after him — help! 
murder 1 help! [Exit* 

2 Off. 'Tis Don Duart. 

x Off So, pride has got a fall; he has paid for't 
now ; you have met with your match, faith, sir. 
Come, let's carry the body to the good lady, his sis- 
ter, Donna Elvira ; you pursue the murderer; I'll 
warrant him some civil gentleman ; ye need not make 
too much haste ; for if he does escape, 'tis no great 
matter Come along. [Exeunt witk the body. 

Enter Carlos and Don Lewis. 

D. Lew. Come along, Charles ; I'm sure 'tis she, 
by their description ; and if that brawny dog, the 
captain, has played her no foul play, she shan't want 
ransom, if all my estate can purchase it. 

Car. Now, fortune gulie us. [Exeunt. 
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Enter] A qves and Brav&es, wit A a chair, 

J aqua. That's he, the tallest be sure ycu spare 

his person only force him into this chair* and 

carry him as directed. 

i Brav. What must be done with the old fellow ? 

Jaqua. We must have hirn too, lest he should dog 
the other, and be troublesome. If he won't come 

quierly, bring him anyhow Follow softly j we 

shall snap 'em as they turn the corner. 

[Exeunt after them. 

A noise of follow, Sec. Enter Clodio hastily from the 

other side, 
Cfo. Ah, por of their noses ! the dogs have smelled 
me out I What shall I do ? If they take me I shall be 

hftuged, splil me Ha I a door open I faith, I'll in, 

at a venture. [Exit. 

Re-enter Bravoes with Carlos in a chair \ sane haul' 

ing in Don Lewis. 

D. Lew. Oh, my poor boy, Charles! Charles! 

—help! murder 1 

i Brav. Hold your peace, fool, if you'd be well used. 

D. Lew. Sir, I will not hold my peace; dogs 1 
regtiee ! villains 1 help f murder I 

i Brav. Nay, then, by your leave, old gentleman. 
—So, bring him along. 

D. Lew. Aw, aw, aw! 

[They gag Aim, and tarry mm head and Awl*. Exeunt. 
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SCENE IK 



A chamber. Elvira and her servants with lights. 

Elv. Is not my brother come home yet ? 

Serv. I have not seen him, madam. 

Eh. Go and seek him ; go all of ye every where— 
I'll not rest 'till your return ; take away your lights 
too ; for my devotions are written in my heart, and 
I shall read 'em without a taper. [Exeunt Servants. 

Enter Clodio, stealing in. 

Clo. Ah,. poor Clody! what will became of thee ? 
Thy condition, I'm afraid, is but Very indifferent — 
Followed behind, stopped before, and beset on both 
sides ! Ah, pox o'my wit ! I must be bantering, must Jl 
But let me see — where am I ? — An odd sort of a house, 
this — all the doors open, and nobody in't ; no noise, 
no whisper, no dog starring ! 

Elv. Who's that? 

Clo. Ha ? a woman's voice ! 

Elv. Who are you? Who waits there ? Stephanol 
Julia! 

Clo. Gadsol 'tis the lady of the house : she can't 
see my unfortunate face however. Faith, I'll e'en 
make a grave speech, tell her my case, and beg her 
protection. 

Elv. Speak ! what are you ? 

Clo. Madam, a- most unfortunate young gentleman. 
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Elv. I am sure you are a man of most ill manners, 
to press thus boldly to my private chamber; Whi- 
ther wou'd you } What want you ? 

Clo. Gracious madam, hear me ; I am a stranger 
most unfortunate, and my distress has made me 
rudely press for your protection : if you refuse it, 
madam, I am undone for ever, by—I say, madam, 
I am utterly undone — 'Twas coming, faith 1 [Aside. 

Elv. Alas ! his fear confounds him. What is't pur- 
sues you, sir } 

Clo. An outcry of officers ; the law's at .my heels, 

madam, tho' justice I'm not afraid of. 

Elv. How could you offend the one and not the 
other ? 

Clo. Being provoked, madam, by the insolence of my 
enemy, in my own defence, I just now left him dead 
in the street. I am a very young man, madam, and 
I would not willingly be hanged in a strange country, 
methinks; which 1 certainly shall be, unless your 

tender charity protects me Gad, I .have a rare 

tongue ! I have a rare tongue, faith 1 [Aside. 

Elv. Poor wretch, I pity him ! 
> Clo. Madam, your house is now my .only sanctuary, 
my altar ; therefore, I beg you, upon my knees, ma- 
dam, take pity of a poor bleeding victim. 

Elv. Are you a Castilian ? 

Clo. No, madam, I was born in — in — in — what d'ye 
call' um — in . 

Elv. Nay, I ask not with purpose to betray you ; 
were you ten thousand times a Spaniard, the nation 

G 
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we Portuguese most hate, in Mich distress, I yet would 
give you my protection. 
Clo. May I depend upon you, madam * Am I safe* 
Eh. Safe as my power, my word, or vow can make 
you. Enter thai door, which leads you to a closet ; 
should the officers come, as you expect, they owe such 
reverence to my lodgings, they'll search no farther 
than my leave invites them. t 

O. D'ye think, madam, you can persuade 'em I 
Elv. Fear not; Til warrant you; away! 
Clo The breath of gods, and eloquence of angeis, 
go along with you. [Exit. 

Elv. Alas! who knows but that the charity 1 afford 
this stranger, perhaps my brother, elsewhere, may 
stand in need of? How he trembles ! I hear his breath 
come short, hither. Be of comfort, sir; once more? 
I give you my solemn promise for your safety. 

Enter Servant and Officers with Don Du art'* body. 

Serv. Here, bring m the body— -Oh r madam I my* 
master's killed. 

Elv. What say est thou ? 

Serv. Your brother, fsadam, my master, young 
Don Duart's dead; he just now miarrelled with a* 
gentleman, who unfortunately killed him in the street, 

Elv. Ah, me! 

i Off. We are informed, madam, that the mur- 
derer was seen to enter this house, which made us 
press into it, to apprehend him. 

Efo. Oh! [Faints. 
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8*rv. Help, ho ! my lady faint* I 

i Off Give her air ; she'll recover. [C\o&o petpsin* 

CU. Hey!— Whv, what the devil! Am I safer than 
I would be now; — Exactly— I have nicked the house 
to a hair — Just so I did at Paris, too, when I took a 
lodging at a bailiff's that had three writs against me 
■ ■ ■ j .Thas damn'd closet, too, has ne'er a chimney to 
creep out at —Ah, poorClodyl would thou wert 
fairly m a storm at sea again ; for I'm plaguily afraid 
thou wert not born to be drowned. [Retirts. 

Elv. Stand off; my sorrows will have way. Oh, 
my unhappy brother t such an end as this, thy haughty 
mind did long since prophesy $ and to encrease my 
misery, thy wretched sister wilfully must make a 
fereach of what she has vowed, or thou tall unre- 
venged. " Revenge and justice both st*nd knocking 
*< at my hearr ; but hospitable faith has barred 
*< their entrance : if I should give 'em way, I am 
" forsworn ; if not, am impious to a brother's me* 
" mory. Is there no means, no middle path of safety 
tf left* Must I protect my brother's murderer j or 
44 break a solemn vow^ on which another's life de- 
" pends l" 

Enter Governor and SertmnU, 

Goo. Where's this uq happy sight ) > " Alas I he's 

gone past all recovery . ■ < Reproof comes now too 

late. 

EJv. It shall be so j I'll take the lighter evil of the 

Gij 
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two, and keep the solemn vow to which just Heaven 
was witness : the wounds of perjury never can be 
cured; but justice may again overtake the murderer, 
when no rash vows protecl him. 
. Gov. Take comfort, niece. 

Elv. O forbear ! Search for the murderer, and re- 
move the body at your discretion, sir, to be interred, 
while I shut out the offensive day, and here in soli- 
tude indulge my sorrow ; therefore I beg my nearest 
friends, and you, my lord, for some few days, to 
spare your charitable visits. 

Gov. I grieve for your misfortune, niece ; but since 
you'll have it so, we take our leaves. Farewel— — 
bring forth the body. [Exeunt Gov. Servants, Sec. 

do. Hey ! what, are they gone away without me } 
and by her contrivance too ? Gadso ! 

Elv. Whoe'er thou art, to whom I've given means 
of life, to let thee see with what religion I have kept 
my vow, come fearless forth, while night's thy friend, 
and pass unknown. 

do. If this is not love, the devil's in't. [Aside. 
• Elv. Fly with thy utmost speed, where I may never 
see thee more. 

Clo. Ay, that's her modesty. [Aside, 

Elv, And let that charitable faith thou hast found 
in me, persuade thee to atone thy crime by penitence. 

Clo. Poor soul 1 I may find a better way to thank 
thee for't, 

Elv. You are at the door now j farewell for ever. 

[Exit Elvira. 
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Cfe Which it as much as to sty, what would I give 

to see you again All in good time, child- 

[Exit. 

" ■' • ' 1 ■ ■ I I ' l ' l !■ - ■ i r ill — ^— »i» ' " < — — i» -' l *. Alii I ll l lj H i t * 

ACT IF. SCEM t 
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" £*fcr Don Dua*t fo is* nigJk*g$** f iutgtm and 

" Sen vant. 

« D. Duart. 

May I venture yet abroad, lir * 

" Surg. With safety, sir $ your wound wat never 
*' dangerous ; chough from your great loss of blood, 
" you seemed a while without signs of life. 

" D. Du. Sir, do you know if the gentleman that 
" wounded me, be in custody? 

" Surg. He was never taken, sir, nor known, that 
" I could hear of, 

" D. Du. I am sorry for't ; for could I find him, 
" which now shall be my earnest care, I would, with 
" real services, acknowledge him my best of friends, 
" in having proved so fortunate an enemy 3 he hat 
" bestowed on me a second life, which, from a 
41 clearer insight of myself, will teach me now to use 
" it better too. How doea my sitter seem to bear my 
" fortune } 

" Ser. I never knew the loss of any friend la- 
«< men ted with more sorrow; she atiliers none to 

G nj 
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"visit her; nor is she acquainted with your reco- 
11 very, • ■ 

" D. Du. I would not have her yet, nor any of 
u my friends ; no moisture sooner dries, than wo- 
" men's tears ; and tho* I am apt to think my sister 
" honest in her sorrow, yet, knowing her a woman, 
" still I am resolved to make a farther trial of her 
" virtue. 

" Surg. You may command my secrecy. 

'" D. Du. I thank you,, sir 5 'twill oblige me — 
" Boy ! 

" Ser. Sir. 

" D. Du. Do you think you could know again the 
u gentleman that fought me ? 
• " Ser. I believe I may, sir. 

" D. Du% I'd have you suddenly enquire him out % 
fi he seemed, by his report, of France, or England ; 
" if so, you'll probably find him in some lewd house 
" or other. 

" Ser. Rather at church, sir ; for nobody will sus- 
" peel him there. 

" D. Du. Seek him every where. Come, sir, I 

" wait for you. [Exeunt. 

■ t 

fCENE II. 

■ 1 ■■■ ■ ■■ m ■ ■ — 

u Changes to Louisa's House. Enter Don Manuel 

and Angelina. 

" D. Man. Now, madam, let my hard fortune 
u teach you a little to endure your own. You see 
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" with what severe negleft ' she still receives my 
" humble love ; nothing I say or do, has any weight 
" or motion in her thoughts for me. 

" Aug. You are too diffident of your fortune; I 
" would not have an honest mind despair : she seem* 
il ed, indeed, a little careless of you — you gave her 
" no offence, I'm confident. See, here she comes ; 
" take heed how you displease her by an impatient 
" stay — Pray go ; in the meantime I'll think of you 
" indeed I will. 

** D. Man. I'm yours for ever — [Exeunt severally*" 

Enter Louisa and Jaques. 

Lou. Were they both seized ? 

Jaq. Both, madam, and will be here immediately. 
I ran before, to give your ladyship notice. 

Lou. You know my orders ; when they are en- 
tered, bar all the doors, and, on your lives, let 
every one be mute, as I directed — 1 must retire a 
while. [Exeunt, 

Enter Bravoes, who let Carlos out of the chair 9 while 
others throw down Don Lewis gagged and bound. 

Car, So, gentlemen, you find I've not resisted you 
—-but now, pray, let me know my crime ) Why have 
you brought me hither ? Where ami) If in prison, 
look in my face, perhaps you have mistaken me for 

another [Jacques holds up his lanthorn, nods, and 

exit with the rest.] You seem to know me, sir— All 



dumb, and vanished ; my fortune's Humorous; sh# 
sports with me* 

D. Lew. Aw, aw I 

Car. What'* here ? A ftUtw prfe*** } Who we 
yei^ 

J5>. Z*«. Aw, aw I 

Car. Do yon speak ft© Qtbtf tafnage I 

D. Lev. Aw, aw, aw 1 [Uudtr* 

Car. Nay, that's the smt* 

D. i>w. Oh ! [%*»*?• 

C«r. Poor wretch I I am afraid ht would speak if 
he could. 

Re-enter J Aqvts and Servants w&A lights, who release 

Don Li wis. 

Sure they think I walk in my sleep, and won't speak, 
for fear of waking me. 

D. Lew. Sir, your most humble servant ; and now 
my tongues at liberty, piay, will you do me the fa- 
vour to shew mcthe way home again ? What a pox, 

are you all dumb? [Exeunt mute.] Well, sir r 

and pray what are- Charles ! ah ! my dear boy I 

[Kisses Aim. 

Car. My uncle ! Nay then my fortune has not 
quite forsaken me 1 How came you hitter, sir? 
• D. Lew- Faith, like a corpse into a church, boy, 
with my heels foremost * but, pr'ytiice how didst 
thou come ? 

Car. You saw the man that seized us ; they forced 
-me iiitQ a chair, and brought mo* 
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D. Lew. Well, but a pox plague 'em, what is all 
this for ? What would they have ? 

Car. That we must wait their pleasure to be in- 
formed of; they have indeed alarmed my reason, 
not my conscience ; that's still at rest, fearless of any 

danger. 

D. Lew. The sons of whores won't speak neither. 

Hey day ! what's to be done now ? 

Enter Jaques, and Servant, with a banquet, wine, and 

lights* 

Car. More riddles yet; 1 dream sure. 

[Jaques components Don Lewis to take his chair. 

D. Lep). For mefPfcir, your most humble servant : 
[Sifc.] Charles, sit down, boy. Ha, ha, ha, a parcel 
of silly dumb dogs 1 Is this all the business ? Puppies ! 
did they think I would not come to supper, without 
being brought neck and heels to't ? 

Car. Amazement all I What can it end in ? 

JD. Lew. Never trouble thy head, pr'ythee ; pox of 

questions : fall to, man Delicate food truly 

Here Dumb I pr'ythee give's a glass of wine, to 

wet the way a little. Come, Charles; here's, here's 

honest dumb's health to thee : [Drinks.] Dumb's 

a very honest fellow, faith. [Claps Jaques on the head* 

Car. What harmony's this ? [A flourish. 

D. Lew. Rare music indeed ; let's eat and hear it. 

[Music here.] Mighty fine, truly 1 have not made 

an heartier meal a great while. [Here Jaques offers a 
night-cap and gown to Don Ldfcis.] Well, and what's 
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tp do now, lad ? For me, boy \ Odso, w« lie here, do 
we ? — mighty well that again, faith j (for I was just 
thinking to go home, but that 1 had ne'er a lodg- 
ing :) nay, I always said honest Dumb knew how tej 
make his friends welcome-** — Well, but i^s time 
enough yet, sha'nt we crack a bottle first » Charles is 
melancholy. [Jaques shakes kit head-] What, that's 
as much as 10 say, if I won't go, I shaU be carried— r 
Sir, your humble servant. [Puts on the gown."] Well, 
Charles, good night, since they won't let me have A 
mind to stay any longer. I'd give a pistole though, 

to know what tjiis will come tot Dumb, come 

along. [pxeunt Don Lewis and Jaques. 

Car. I'm buried in amazemfcJgK-r-[ A/^z'c is heara 9 .] 
u — Why am I busy'd thus in trifles, havJBg so m*ny 
" nearer thoughts that wound my peace' 't Ha, more? 
music ? I could almost say, 'twere welcome npw. 

[Music again. Don Lewis appears ahovd 

D. Lew. So, at last I have groped out a window, 
that will let me into the secret ; now if any foul play 
should happen, I am pretty near the street too, and 
can bawl out murder to the watch— —^Buti mum, th* 
door opens. 

Enter Louisa* 

Hey ! ah 1 what dufc rogues were we not to suspeft 
this before! — — Dumb'sa sly dog : 'tis she, faiths — 

turn, dum, dura here will be fine work presently, 

toll, dum, di, dum-i rNow I shall see what met- 
tle my boy's made of; |jm, dum, dum* 
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l&u. You seem amazed, sir. 

&/. Your pardon, lady, if I confess it raises muck 
my wonder, why a stranger, friendless, and unknown, 
should meet, unmerited, such floods of courtesy : 
for, if Iffhistake not, once this day before, I've tasted 
•f your bounty. 

Lou. 1 have forgot that 5 but I confess I saw you, 
sir. 

; Car. Why then wa* I forced ^either ? If you re- 
Kevefd me only from a soft compassion of my for- 
tune, you could not think but such humanity might, 
4n the slightest hint, have drawn me to be grateful. 

Lou. I own I could not trust you to my fortune ; 1 
knew not but some tithe r might have seen you — be- 
side, methought you spoke less kind to me before. 

Car. If my poor thanks were offered in too plain a* 
dress,, (as, I confess, Ira little practisM in the rules of 
graced behaviour) rather think me ignorant, than 
rude, and pity what you cannot pardon. 

Lou. Fie, you are too modest -how could you 

charge yourself with such a thought* 1 scarce can 

think 'tis in your nature to be rude at least to our 

sex. 

Car. 'T were more unpardonable there. 

Lou* Nay, now you ate too- strict on the other side ; 
for there may happen times, whqgr what the world 
calls rudeness, a woimuf might be brought to par* 
dpn, seasons, when even modesty were ignorance 

-— Pray be seated, sir nay, I'll have it so — +• 

" I say, sometimes too much respect (pray be nearer, 
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sir) were most offensive :" suppose a woman were 
reduced to offer love, " her pains of shame are in- 
" supportable : and should she call that lover rude, 
" who, kindly conscious of her wishes, bravely re- 
" solves to take, and saves her modesty theguilt of 
"giving?" Suppose yourself the man so loved, 
where could you find at such a time, excuses for your j 
modesty ? | 

Car. If I could love again, my eyes would tell her; 
if not, I should not easily believe; at least, in man-* 
ners, would not seem to understand her. 

" Lou. Alas, you have .too poor a sense of woman's 
" love. Think you we have no invention ? You 
" would not understand her; how would you avoid 
" it i When even her slightest look would speak too | 
" plain for that excuse ; if not, she'll still proceed 

" Thus gently steal your hand, and sigh, and 

" press it to her heart, and then look wishing in your 
« eyes, 'till love himself shot forth, and waked you 
€i to compassion, 

" Car. Amazing ! can she be the creature she de- 
" scribes }" 

Lou, Oh, they have such subtle ways to steal inta 
a lover's heart ; nay, if she's resolute, not all your 
strength of modesty can guard you ? she'd press you 
still with plainer, sponger proofs; her life, her for- 
tune should be yours : for where a woman loves, 
such gifts as these are trifles ; thus like the lazy mi- 
nutes, would she steal 'em on, which once but past, 
are quite forgotten. [Gives htm jewels. 
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Car. Is't possible ! can there be such a woman ? 

Lou. Fie, I could chide you now ; you would not 
sure be thought so slow of apprehension. 

Car. I would not willingly be thought so vain, or 
so uncharitable, to suppose there could be such a 
one. 

Lou. Nay, now you force me to forsake my sex, 

and tell you plain 1 cannot speak it yet you 

must know — " But tell me, must I needs blush to 
" own a passion that's so tender of you ?" I am this 
creature so reduced for you, " and all you've seen 
" supposed was natural, all but the soft result of 

«« growing love Why are you still thus fixed, and 

« silent ? what is't you fear?" 

Car. Monstrous! " [Aside, and rising " 

Lou. What is't you start at ? , 

Car, Not for your beauty ; though I confess you 
fair to a perfection, complete in all that may engage 
the eye : but when that beauty fades (as time leaves 
none unvisited) what charm shall then secure my 

love ? Your riches ? No an honest mind's above 

the bribes of fortune : for though distressed, a stran- 
ger, and in want, I thus return 'em thankless. Be 
modest, and be virtuous, I'll admire you ; all good 
men will adore you, and when your beauty and your 
fortune are no more, will still deliver down your 
name revered to ages : " but while you thus enslave 
41 your generous reason to so intemperate a folly, 
«« your very nature seems inverted. Could you but 
" one moment calmly lay it by, you'd find such a 

H 
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" vile indignity to your sex, as modesty could never 
" pardon." 

Lou. If I appear too free a lover, and talk beyond 
the usual courage of my sex, forgive me ; I'll be 
again the fearful, soft'ning wretch, that you would 
have me : my wishes shall be dumb, unless my eyes 
may speak "em : " or if I dare to touch your hand, it 
" shall be gently, trembling and unperceived as air ; 
" nay, fixed, and silent, as your shade, I'll watch 
" whole winter nights content, and listening to your 
" slumbers : Is this intemperance V* for pity speak,, 
for I confess your hard, reproofs have struck upou 
my heart I Oh, say you will be mine, and make your 
own conditions. " If you suspect my temper, bind* 
me by the most sacred tie,*' and let my love, my 
person, and my fortune, lawfully be yours. 

Car, Tak$heed I Consider yet, if even this hu- 
mility be not the offspring of your first unruly pas* 
sion : but since at least it carries something a better 
claim to my concern, 1*11 be at once sincere, and 
tell you, 'tis impassible that we should ever medt in 
love. 

Lou. Impossible) Oh, why? 

Car. Because my love, my vows, and faith, are 
given to another : therefore, since you find I dare be 
honest, be early wise, and now release me to my foiv 
tune. 

Lou. I cannot part with you. 

Car. You must I I cannot with my reason-^— 
Pray let me pas* r Why do you thus hang upon my 
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arm, and straiu your eyes, as if they had power to 
hold me I 

Lou. Ungrateful ! Will you go ? Take heed ! for 
you have proved I am not mistress of my temper. 

Car. I see it, and am sorry, but needed not this 
threat to drive me 5 for still I dare be just, and force 
myself away. [Exit Carlos. 

Lou. Oh, torture ! left 1 refused I despised! Have 
I thrown off my pride for this ? Oh, insupportable I 

If I am not revenged, may all the .well. 

[Walks disordered, 

D. Lew. What a pox, are all these fine things come 

to nothing then ?■ Poor soul I she's in great heat 

truly Ah, silly rogue I ■ . now could I find 

in my heart to put her into good humour again — I 

have a great mind, faith Odd, she's a hummer 1 

A strange mind, I ha'nt had such a mind a 

great while— Hey !- ay; I'lldo't, faith -if she 

does but stay now; ah, if. she does but stay 1 [As be 
is getting from the balcony, Louisa is speaking to Jaques. 

Lou. Who waits there ? 

Enter Jaques. 

Where's the stranger ? 

Jaq. Madam, I met him just now walking hastily 
about the gallery. 

Lou. Are all the doors fast \ 

Jaq. All barred, madam. 

Lou. Put out all your lights too, and on your lives 

Hij 
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let no one ask or answer him any question : but be 
you still near to observe him. [Exit Jaques. 

Ah ! [Don Lewis drops down. 

D. Lew. Odso, my back ! 

Lou. Bless me, who's this ? what are you ? 

D. Lew. Not above fifty, madam. 

Lou. Whence come you ? What's your business ? 

D. Lew. Finishing. 

Lou. Who shewed, who brought you hither ? 

D. Lew. Dumb, honest dumb. 

Lou. Will you be gone, sir ? I have no time to fool 
away. 

D. Lrw. Yes, but you have ; what, don't I know > 

Lou. Pray, sir, who ? What is't you take me for i 

D. Lew. A delicate piece of work truly, but not 
finished ; you understand me. 

Lou. You jire mad, sir 1 

D. Lew. I say, don't you be so modest ; for there 
are times, do you see, when even modesty is igno- 
rance, (pray be seated, madam nay, I'll have it 

so) ah ! [Sits down, and mimchs her behaviour to Carlos. 

Lou. Confusion ! have I exposed myself to this 

wretch too ! had witnesses to my folly ! nay, I 

deserve it. [Stands mute. 

D. Lew. So, so, I shall bring her to terms presently 
you have a world of pretty jewels here, ma- 
dam, ay, these now— — these are a couple of fine 

large stones truly ; but where a woman loves, such 
gifts as these are trifles. [Mimicks again* 

Lou. Insupportable I within there I 
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Enter Servants and Bravoes. 

D.Lew. Hey! [Rising. 

Ser. Did your ladyship Call, madam ? 

D. Lew. I don't like her looks, faith. [Aside. 

Lou. Here, take this fool, let him be gagged, tied 
neck and heels, and locked into a garret ; away with 
him. 

D. Lew. Dumb ! Dumb ! help, Dumb ! Dumb ! 
stand by me, Dumb 1 A pox of my finishing, aw ! 
aw ! [^%K g a § Mm, and carry him of. 

Lou. The insolence of this fool was more provoking 
than the other's scorn ; but I shall yet find ways to 
measure my revenge. [Exit Louisa. 

Re-enter Carlos in the dark. 

Car. What can this evil woman mean me f The 
doors all barr'd ; the lights put out ; the servants 
mute, and she with fury in her eyes now shot regard- 
less by me. I would the worst would shew itself. 
Ha, yonder's a light, 1*11 follow it^ and provoke my 
fortune. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 



Changes to another Room. Angelina, with a light. 

Ang. I cannot like this house ; for now, as going 
to my rest, my ears were 'larmed with the cries of 

Hiij 
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one that called for help ; I've seen strange faces too, 
that carry guilt and terror in their looks ; and yet the 
officer that placed me here, appeared of honest thought 
—What can this mean! No matter what, since no- 
thing but the loss of him I love, can worse befal me ! 
Hark, what noise ! is the door fast ? Ah I 

[Going to shut it* 

Re-enter Carlos, and Jacques listening. 

Car. Ha, another lady ! and alone 1 

" Ang. Heavens, how I tremble I 

" Car. Sure by her surprise, she is not of the 
« other's counsel — Pardon this intrusion, lady, I am 
" a stranger, and distressed, be not dismayed: I have 
" no ill designs, unless to beg your charitable asbis- 
" tance be offensive." 

Ang, Ha, that voice I [Amazed. 

Car. Save me ye powers I and give me strength to 
bear this insupportable surprise of rushing joy. 

Ang. My Carlos Oh I 

Car. 'Tis she I my long lost love, my living Ange- 
lina, [Embraces her. 

Jaa. Say you so, sir ; this shall to my lady. 

[Exit Jaques. 

Ang. Oh, let me hold you ever thus, lest fate again 
should part us. 

Car. 'Twas death indeed to part, but from so hard 
a separation, thus again to meet, is life restored ; " it 
<< draws whole years to hours, and we grow old with 
"joy in moments," 
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Ang. Oh, I were happy, blessed above my sex, 
could but my plain simplicity of love deserve your 
kind endearments. 

Car. Is't possible 1 thou miracle of goodness, that 
thou canst thus forget the misery, the want, the ruin 
my unhappy love has brought thee too ? Trust me, 
that stormy thought has clouded even the very joy I 
had to see thee. 

Enter Jaques and Louisa at a distance, 

Jaq. They are there 5 from hence your ladyship 
may hear 'em. 

Lou. Leave me. [Exit Jaques, and Lou. listens, 

Ang. I cannot bear to see you thus : for my sake 
don't despond; for while you seem in hope, I shall 
easily be chearful. 

Car. Oh, thou engaging softness i thy courage has 
revived me; no, we'll not despair; the guardian 
power that hitherto has sayed us, may now, " with 
" less ex pence of Providence," protect and fix us 
€t happy. 

Lou. Ha, so near acquainted— [Behind. 

Car. And yet our safety bids us part this moment. 
How came you hither ? 

Ang. The officer that made me captive, proved a 
worthy man, and placed me here, as a companion to 
the lady of this dwelling. 

Car. Ha, to what end ? 

Ang. He said, to be the advocate of his success- 
less love ; for he confessed he woo'd her honourably. 
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Car. Is*t possible ? Is there a wretch so cursed 
among mankind, to be her honourable lover \ 

Lou. So I (/* anger. 

Car. Take heed, my love, avoid her as a disease to 
modesty. 

Lou. Very well. 

Car. Oh, I have a shameful tale to tell thee of he* 
intemperance, as would subject her even to thy loath- 
ing. 

Lou. Insolent! well! 

Ang. You anroe me \ pray what is it ? 

Car. This is no time to tell ; I had forgot my dan- 
ger. Let it suffice, the doors are barred against me ; 
now, this moment I am a prisoner to her fury \ if 
thou canst help me to any means of safety, or escape, 
ask me no questions, but be quick, and tell me. 

Aug. Now you frighten me ; but here, through my 
apartment, leads a pa&sage to the garden, at the lower 
end youil find a mount 5 if you dare drop from 
thence, I'll shew you: but can't you say when I may 
hope again to see you \ 

Car. About an hour hence walking in the garden, 
ready for your escape ; for if I live, I'll come pro- 
vided with the means to make it sure— Now I dare 
thank thee, fortune. 

Ang. You will not foil. 

Car. If I survive, depend on me I 'till when, may 
Heav'n support thy innocence. 

Ang. Follow me— — [Exeunt hastily. 

£<m, Are you 60 nimble, sir \ Who waits there * 



AS IV. LOVE MAKES A MAN. 89 

[Enter Jaques.] Run, take help, and stop the stran- 
ger ; he is now making his escape through the gar- 
den ; fly. [Exit Jaques.] Love and revenge, like 
vipers, gnaw upon my quiet, and I must change their 
food, or leave my being ; " though I could bear 
" even the low contempt he has thrown on me, 
«* could it but woo him to the least return of love ; 
" but I would bear again ten thousand racks, rather 
" than confess this dotage." No, if I forego a se- 
cond time that dear support, my pride, may I be- 
come a6 miserable as that wretch that destined fool 
he doats on. Ha, she is returned ; yonder she pas- 
ses j with what assured contentment in her looks! — 
— how pleased the thing i s- strangely impu- 
dent sure! the ugly creature thinks I won't 

strangle her. 

Enter Jaques. 

Now, have you brought him ? 

Jaq. Madam, we made what haste we could, but 
the gentleman reached the mount before us, and es- 
caped over the garden wall. 

Lou. Escaped, villain 1 Durst thou tell me so ? 

Jaq. If your ladyship had called me a little sooner, 
we had taken him. Who the devil is this stranger ? 

[Aside. 

Lou. Fool that I am, I betray myself to my own 

servants. Well, 'tis no matter, bid the bravoes 

stay ; I have directions for 'em. Go. [Exit Jaques.] 
lie has not left me hopeless yet ; an hour hence he 
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promised to be here again ; and if he keeps his 
word, (as I've an odious cause to fear he will) he yet, 
at least in my revenge, shall prove me woman. 

[Exit Louisa. 



SCENE iiL 

"The Street. Enter D. D u a rt disguised, witA a Servant. 

D. Du. Where did you find him ? 
Ser, Hard by, sir, at an house of civil recreation j 
he's now coming forth 5 that's he. 

Enter Clodio. 

D. Du. I scarce remember him, I would not wil- 
lingly mistake I'll observe him. 

Clo. So ! now if I can but pick up an honest fel- 
low, to crack one healing bottle, I think I shall finish 
the day as smartly as the Grand Signior— — Hold, 
let me see, what has my hasty refreshment cost me 

here; umb umb— — umb [Counts his money.'] 

seven pistoles, by Jupiter ) why, what a plaguy in- 
come this jade must have in a week, if she's thus paid 
by the hour ? 

D. Du. 'Tis the same; leave me [Exit Servant* 

Your servant, sir. 

do.* Si r > your humble servant. 

D. Du. Pardon a stranger's freedom, sir; but 
when you know my business—- 
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Clo. Sir, if you'll take a battle, I shall be proud of 
your acquaintance ; and if I don't do your business 
before we part, I'll knock under the table. 

D. Du. Sir, I shall be glad to drink .with you, but 
at present am incapable of sitting to it. 

Clo. Why then, sir, you shall only drink as long as 
you can stand ; we'll have a* bottle here, sir.- 
Hey, Madona \ [Calls at the door* 

D. Du. A very frank humoured gentleman; I'll 

know him farther 1 presume, sir, you are not of 

Portugal ? 

Clo. No, sir 1 am a kind of a — - — what dy'e 

call'um a sort of a here and— thereian ; I 

am a stranger no where. 

D. Du. Have you travelled far, sir ? 

Clo. My tour of Europe, or so, sir ;■ ■■ ■■■ " dan- 
'* gled about a little ; I came this summer from the 
'•jubilee. 

" D. Du. Did you make any stay there, sir ? 

" Clo. No, sir, I only called in there at the salva- 
«« tion office, just bought an annuity of indulgencies 
€ * for life ; got an insurance for my soul ; lay with a 
" nun, fluxed ; and so came home again." 

Enter Servant with Wine. 

So, so ! here's the wine ! Come ; sir, to our better 

acquaintance Faith, I like you mightily 

Allonsl Baisez done! [Kisses, drinks. 

MorhUul ce tC est pas mauvais ! Allons, encore, hey! Vive 
I 9 amour ! Quand Iris, &c. [Sings. 
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/). Du. I find, sir, you have taken a taste of all 
the countries you have travelled through ; but I pre- 
sume your chief amusement has lain among the la- 
dies. You fared well in France, I hope ? 

Clo. Yes, faith, as far as my pocket would go :' the 
devil a stroke without it : no money, no Mademoiselle ; 

no ducat, no duchess ; no pistole,, no princess 

By the way, let me tell you, sir, your Lisbonites are 

held up at a pretty smart rate too 1 was forced to 

come down to the tune of seven pistoles here — a man 
may keep a pad of his own, cheaper than he can ride 
pdst, split me : " but, a pox on 'em, it's no wonder 
" the jades are so saucy in a country where there are 
" so many swarms of unmarried friars, monks, and 
" brawny Jesuits : the game may well be scarce, 
" faith, where there are so many canonical poach- 
" ers. ,f Now, sir, in little England — " where your 
" gowns and cassocks are honestly married, your 
" right women are as cheap as mackrel — Gad, sir, I 
" have taken you a fasting velvet scarf out of the 
" side box there, and the jade has jumped at a beef- 
" stake and a bottle ; nay, sometimes at coach- hi re, 

"and a single glass of cinnamon Seven pistoles! 

" unconscionable 1 Odsheart, in London now, for half 
" the sum, a man might have picked up the three 
" first rows of the middle gallery." 

D. Du. I find, sir, you know England then. 

do. Ay, sir, and every woman there that's worth 
knowing, " from honest Betty Sands, to the countess 
" of Ogletown. Yes, sir, I do know London pretty 
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" well, and the side-box, sir, and behind the scenes ; 
" ay, and the green-room, and all the girls and wo- 
" men -actresses there, si r Sir, I was a whole 
€t winter there the particular favourite of the gigg- 

" ling party Come, sir, if you please, here's miss 

" Riggle's health to you. 

U > D. Du. Pray, sir, how came you so well ac- 
" quainted thei*e * 

" Clo. Why, sir, I first introduced myself with a 
" single pinch of Bergamot ; the next night I pre- 
" sented 'em a box full ; next day came to rehearsal : 
" in a week I desired 'em to use my name whenever 
u they pleased, for what the chocolate- house afforded 
€t — upon this, I was chosen Valentine, if I don't mis- 
" take, to about eleven of 'em ; and in three days 
" more, I think* it cost me fifty guinea's in gloves, 
" knots, beads, fans, muffs, coffee, tea, snuff-boxes, 
" orangerie, and chocolate. 

" D. Du. But pray, sir, were you as intimate at 
" both play-houses ? 

1 " do. No, stretch 'em; at the new house they are 
" so used to be queens and princesses, and are so 
" often in their airs-royal, forsooth, that I'gad, 
u there's no reaching one of their copper- tails there, 
" without a long pole, or a settlement, split me." 

D. Du. But I wonder, sir, that in a country so 
famed for handsome women, the men are so generally 
blamed for their scandalous usage of 'em. 

Clo. Oh, damned scandalous, sir — • — they use their 
mistresses as bad as their wives, faith. J tell you what, 

I 
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sir, I knew a citizen's daughter there, that run away 
with a lord, who, in the first six months of her prefer- 
ment, never stirred out, but she made the ladies cry at 
her equipage \ and about eight months after, I think, 
one morning reeling pretty early into a certain house 
in the Savoy, I found the self-same cast-off, solitary 
lady, in a room with bare walls, dressing her dear, 
pretty head there, in the corner bit of a looking- 
glass, prudently supported by a quartern brandy-pot, 
upon the head of an oyster-barrel. 

D. Die. I find few mistresses make their fortunes 
there ; but pray, sir, among all your adventures, has 
no particular lady's merit encouraged you to advance 
your own marriage ) 

Ob. Sir, I have been so near marriage, that my 
wedding-day has been come, but it was never, over 
yet; split me. 

D. Du. How so, sir ? 

Clo. Why, the priest, the bride, and the dinner, 
were all ready dressed, faith ; but before I could 
fall to, my elder brother, sir, comes me in, with a 
damned long stride, and a sharp stomach— says, a 
short grace, and— whipped her up like an oyster* 

D. Du, You had ill fortune, sir. 

Clo. Sir, fortune is not much in my debt, for you 
must know, sir, though I lost my wife, I have escaped 
hanging since here in Lisbon. 

D. Du. That I know you have ; be not amazed, 
sir. 

Clo. Hey! what the devil ? have I been all this 
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while treating an officer, that has a warrant against 
me— Pray, sir, if it be no offence—— may I beg the 
favour to know who you are ? 

jD. Du. Let it suffice, I own myself your friend — I 
am your debtor, sir; you fought a gentleman they 
call Don Duart~I knew him well ; he was a proud 
insulting fellow, and my mortal foe : but you killed 
him, and I thank you ; nay, I saw you do it fairly 
too ; and for the action, I desire you will command 
my sword or fortune. 

Cio. Pray, si r - i s there no joke in all this ? 

D. Du. There, sir, the little all I'm master of, may 
serve at present to convince you of my sincerity ; I 
ask for no return, but to be informed how I may do 
you farther service. [Gives him a purst. 

Clo. Sir, your health— I'll give you information 
presently. [Drinks.'] Pray, sir, do you know the gen- 
tleman's sister that I fought with ? That is, do you 
know what reputation, what fortune she has? 

D. Du. I know her fortune to be worth above 
twelve thousand pistoles ; her reputation yet unsul- 
lied ; but pray, sir, why may you ask this ? 

do. Now, I'll tell you, sir— —twelve thousand 
pistoles, you say ! 

D. Du. I speak the least, sir. , 

Cb. Why, this very lady, after I had killed her 
brother, gave me the protection of her house ; hid 
me in her closet, while the officers that brought in the 
dead body came to search for me ; and, as soon as 
their backs were turned, poor soul! hurried me out 

Hi 
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at a private door, with tears in her eyes, faith ! Now, 
sir, what think you ? Is not this hint broad enough 
for a man to make love upon i 

D. Du. Confusion I [Aside. 

Clo. Look you, sir, now, if you dare, give me a 
proof of your friendship; will you do me the favour 
to carry a letter to her \ 

D. Du. Let me consider, sir Death and fire ! is 

'all her height of sorrow but dissembled then ? — A 
prostitute, even to the man supposed my murderer I 

If it be true, the consequence is soon resolved but 

this requires my farther search. [Aside. ~\ May I 
depend on this for truth, sir ? 

Clo. Why, sir, you don't suppose I'd banter a lady 
of her quality? 

D. Du. Damnation ! [Aside.] Well, sir, I'll take 
your letter j but first let me be well acquainted with 
my errand. 

Clo. Sir, I'll write this moment; if you please, 
we'll step into the house here, and finish the business 
over another bottle. 

D. Du. With all my heart, 

Clo. AUonsl Entrez. [Exeunt. 



'- " * 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 



Elvira is discovered dlone in mourning, a lamp try kef. 
Don Duart enters behind, disguised. 

Don Duart. 
Thus far I atn passed unknown to any of the ser- 
vants—now for the proof of what I fear— Ha, 
yonder she is— This close retirement, those sable 
colours, the solemn silence that attends her, no friends 
admitted, nor even the day to visit her. These seem 
to speak a real sorrow ; if not, the counterfeit is deep 
indeed— —I'll fathom it^— madam— — 

Elv. Who's there I another murderer I where are 
my servants ? will nothing but my sorrows wait upon 
me? 

D. Du. Your pardon, lady ; I have no evil mean- 
ing; this letter will inform you of my business, and 
excuse this rude intrusion. 

Eiv. For me ! whence comes it, sir ? 

D. Du. The contents, madam, will explain to you 
—She seems amazed I looks almost through the let- 
ter—I should suspect the stranger had bely'd her, 
but that he gave me such convincing circumstances 

^Ha, she pauses! 'Sdeath! a smile too— -I 

fear her now! 

Elv. My prayers are heard ; justice at length has 
overtaken the murderer : his vowM protection hav- 
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ing been strictly paid, I now, unperjured may revenge 
my brother's blood. It lies on me, if I negleft this 
fair occasion : but 'twere not safe to shew my thought ; 
therefore j to be just, I must dissemble. [Aside,'] — I 
ask you pardon for my rudeness, sir ; upon your 
friend's account, you might, indeed, have claimed a 
better welcome. 

D. Du. So; then she's damned, I find. [Aside.'] But 
.I'll have more, and bring e'm face to face. My friend, 
madam, thought his visits would be unseasonable, be- 
fore the sad solemnity of your brother's funeral. 

Elv. A needless fear ! My brother, sir ! Alas, I owe 
your friend my thanks, for having eased our family 
of so scandalous a burthen 1 A riotous, unmanhered 
fellow ; I blush to speak of him. 

D Du. Oh, Patience ! Patience ! [Aside. 

Elv. Pray* let him know, his absence was the real 
cause of this mistaken mourning : 'tis true indeed, I 
gave it out 'tis for my brother's death; but women's 
hearts and tongues, you know, must not always hold 
alliance ; you'd think us fond and forward, should not 
we now and then dissemble. 

D. Du. How shall I forbear her ? [Aside. 

Elv. I grow impatient 'till he's wholly mine- 
to-morrow ! 'tis an age ! I'll make him mine to-night 
^-I'll write to him this minute Can you have pa- 
tience, sir, 'till I prepare a letter for you ? 

D. Du. You may command me, madam. 

Elv. I'll dispatch immediately will you walk 

this way, sir ? 
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D. Du. Madam, I wait on you Revenge and 

daggers ! [Exeunt . 



SCENE 11. 

Louisa' j House. Louisa and Jacques. 

Lou. Is the lady seized ? 

Jaq. Yes, madam, and half dead with the fright. 

Lou. Let 'em be ready to produce her, as I directed. 
When the stranger's taken, bring me immediate no- 
tice : 'tis near his time, away. [Exit Jaques.] Had he 
not loved another, methinks I could have borne this 
usage, sat me down alone content, and found a secret 
pleasure in complaining ; but to be slighted for a girl, 
a sickly, poor, unthinking wretch, incapable of love : 
that, that stabs home ! 'Tis poison to my thoughts, 
and swells 'em to revenge 1 My rival ! no, she shall 
never triumph. Hark, what noise : they have him 
sure 1 How now 1 

Enter Jacques. 

Jaq. Madam, the gentleman is taken. 

Lou. Bring him in Reyenge, I thank thee now. 

Enter Bravoes with Carlos disarmed. 

So, sir, you are returned, it seems ; you can love 
then! You have an heart, I find, thougn not for met 
Perhaps you came to seek a worthier. mistress here; 
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'twould be uncharitable to disappoint your love- — 
I'll help your search : if she be here, be sure she*s 
sa fe Open that door there. 

Enter more Bravoes with Angelina, an Handkerchief on 
her Necky which they hold ready to strangle her. 

Now, sir, is this the lady ? 

Car, My Angelinal Oh. 

" Ang. Oh, miserable meeting!" 

Lou. Now let me see you smile, and rudely throw 
me from your arms ; now scorn my love, my passion, 
and my fortune $ now let your squeamish virtue fty 
me as a disease to modesty ; and tell her now your 
shameful tale of my intemperance. 

Car. Oh, cruelty of fete ! that could betray such 
innocence. 

Lou. What f not a word to soften yet thy obstinate 
aversion ! thou wretched fool, thus to provoke thy 
min End her. [To the Bravoes. 

Car. Oh, hold 1 for pity hold, and hear me. 

Lou. I've learned from you to use my pity— — 
" •Sdeath, I could laugh to see thy strange stupidity 

«< of love." On one condition yet she lives an 

hour, but if refused 

Car. Name not a refusal, be it danger, death, or 
tortures, any thing that life can do to save her. 

" Lou. Nay, if you are so over-willing. 

" Car. Speak, and I obey you. 

" Lou. Now then, this moment kneel and curse her. 

" Car. Preserve her, Heaven, and snatch her from 
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" the jaws of gaping danger. \KnedingJ] Oh, may the 
" watchful-eye of Providence, that never sleeps o'er 
" innocence distressed, look nearly to her; or if some 
" miracle alone can save her, the ever-waking sun, 
" in his eternal progress, never saw so fair an object 
" to employ it on." 

Lou. Presuming fool I were I inclined to save her 
life, (which, by my hopes of peace, I do. not mean) 
canst thou believe this insolent concern for her to my 
face would not provoke my vengeance ? 

Car. Yet hold ! forgive my rashness, I was to blame 
indeed ; butpassion has transported both of us; " love 
44 made me as heedless of her safety, as wild revenge 
" has you, even of your neglected soul. 

" Lou. What, dost thou think to preach me from 
" my purpose ? 

" Car. That were too vain an hope ; though I've a 
" piteous cause that might bespeak, without a tongue, 
" the mercy of the human heart:" but if revenge 
alone can sate your fury, at least misplace it not; mine 
was the offence, be mine the punishment; u but spare 
" the innocent, the gentle maid, she ne'er intended 
4t yet a thought against your peace ; I have deserved 
" your anger, nay and justly too ; for I confess I 
" ought to have given you a milder treatment ; but 
" to atone the crime, rip up my breast, and in my 
*' heart you U read the unhappy cause of my neglecT: 
" and rudeness." . 

Lou. How -he disarms my anger! But must my ri- 
val triumph then? 



lOft LOTE MAJCIS A MAK. AELV. 

A*g* Charge me not with such abhorred ingrati- 
tude: be witness, Heaven, I'll for ever serve you, 
court you, and confess you my preserver. 

Car, For pity, yet resolve, and force your temper 
to a moment's pause. " Do not debase your gene- 
4< rous revenge with cruelty ; that every common 
44 wretch can take : the savage brutes can suck their 
" fellow. creature's blood, and tear their bodies down ; 
44 but greater human souls have more pride to curb, 
" and bow the stubborn mind of what they hate ; and 
" such revenge, the nobler far, I offer now to you ;" 
see at your feet my humbled scorn imploring, crushed, 
and prostrate, like a vile slave, that falls below your 
last contempt, and trembling begs for mercy. 

Lou. He buries my revenge in blushes. 

41 Ang. Oh, generous proof of the most faithful 
44 love ! 

" Cmt. Think what a glorious triumph it would be, 
44 that when your swoln resentment, wild revenge, 
" and indignation, all stood ready, waiting for the 
". word, you called your forceful reason to your aid, 
44 resolved and took that tyrant passion captive to 
44 your gentle pity : Oh, 'twere such a god-like in- 
" stance of your virtue, as might atone, if possible, 
44 even crimes to come. Revenge, like this, can ne- 
44 ver give you that continued peace of mind, which 
44 mercy may: compassion has a thousand secrttcharms. 
" Think you 'twere no delight of thought, to heal 
** the wounds of bleeding lovers, to make two poor 
" afflicted wretches happy, whose highest crime is 
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** loving well and faithfully } Were it no soothing 
" joy, no secret pride, to raise 'em from the last de- 
" spsrir, to hope, to life and love restored I Now, on 
** my heart, I read a struggling pity in your eye ; 
" Oh, cherish it, and spare our innocence ! Perhaps, 
" the story of our chaste aflfe&iocis, once complete, 
*' may live a fair example to succeeding times, for 
" which posterity shall stand indebted to your virtue. 
" Lou." Release the lady — *-go. [Exeunt Bravots. 
" And now farewel my follies, and my mistaken lore ; 
" for, I confess, the fair example of your mutual 
" faith, your tenderness, humility, and tears, have 
" quite subdued my soul ' r at once have conquered 
" and reformed me. Oh, you have given me such 
" an image of the contentful peace, th' unshaken quiet 
" of an honest mind, that now I taste more solid joy, 
" being but the instrument of your united virtuous 
" love, than all my late false hopes proposed even in 
" the last indulgence of my blind desire :" now love 
long and happily ; forgive my follies past, and you 
have overpaid me. [Joins their hands* 

" Car, Oh, providential care of innocence distressed I 
" Ang+ Oh, miracle of rewarded love I 
Car. " What shall I say ? I scarce have yet the 
" power of thought amidst this hurry of transporting 
« joy 1 " My Angelina, do I then live to hold thee 
thus ? Oh, I have a thousand things to say, to ask, 
to weep, and hear of thec-j — But first let's kneel and 
pay our thanks to Heaven, and this our kind preser- 
ver ; " to whose most happy change, we owe even 
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" all our lives to come, which chearful gratitude can 

" P av *" 
Lou. Nay, now you give me a confusion. [Raises 

'cm.] But if you dare trust me with the story of your 
love's distress, as far as my fortune can, command it 
freely to supply your present wants, or any future 
means proposed to give you lasting happiness. 

Car. Eternal rounds of never-ending peace reward 
your wond'rous bounty ; " and when you know the 
" story of our fortune, as we shall soon find due, oc- 
« casion to relate it, we cannot doubt 'twill both 

« deserve your pity and assistance'' But I have 

been too busy in my joy, I almost had forgot my 
friendly uncle, the ancient gentleman that first came 
hither with me ; how have you disponed of him ? 

Lou. I think he's here, and safe who waits 

there ? [Enter Jaques.] Release the gentleman above, 
and tell him that his friends desire him. [Exit Jaques.] 
You'll pardon, sir, the treatment I have shewn him ; 
he made a little too merry with my folly, which, I 
confess, at that time, something too far incensed me. 
Car. He's old and chearful, apt to be free ; but 
he'll be sorry when his humour gives offence. 

Enter Don Lewis, Jaques bowing to him. 
D. lew. Pr'ythee, honest Dumb, don't be so cere- 
monious ! A pox on thee, I tell thee it's very well as 
it is, (only my jaws ache a little :) but as long as we're 

all friends, it's no great matter My dear Charles, 

1 must buss thee, faith !- Madam, your humble 
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servant— I beg your pardon, d'ye see— —you un- 
derstand me. \Exit Jaques. 

Lou. I hope we are all friends, sir. 

D. Lew. I hope we are, mada m I am an honest 
old fellow, faith ; tho' now and then I am a little odd, 
too. 

Car. Here's a stranger, uncle. 
. D. Lew. What, my little blossom I my gilli flower 1 
my rose ! my pink ! my tulip 1 faith, I must smell 
thee. [Salutes Angelina.] Odd, she's a delicate nose- 
gay ! I must have her touzed a little— Charles, you 

must gather to-night 5 1 can stay no longer Well, 

faith, I am heartily joyed to see thee, child. 

Ang. I thank you, sir ; and wish I may deserve 
your love : our fortune, once again, is kind; but how 
it comes about — — 

D. Lew. Does not signify three-pence ; when for- 
tune pays me a visit, I seldom trouble myself to know 

which way she came 1 tell you, 1 am glad to see 

you. 

Enter J AQVts. 

Jaq. Madam, here's the Lord Governor come to 
waitupon your ladyship. 

Lou. At this late hour 1 What can his business be ? 
Desire his lordship to walk in. 

Enter Governor. 

Gov. Pardon, madam, this unseasonable visit. 
Lou. Your lordship does me honour. 

K 
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G*v. At least, I hope, my business will excuse it. 
Some strangers, here below* upon their offered oaths, 
demanded my authority to search your house for a 
lost young lady, to whom the one of them affirms 
himself the father : but the respect I owe your lady- 
ship, made me refuse their search, till I had spoken 

with you. 

Aug. Jt must be they— —Now, madam, your pro- 
tection, or we yet are lost. 

Leu. Be not concerned ! would you avoid *em ? 

Car. No> we must be found ; let 'em have entrance : 
we have an honest cause, and would provoke it's trial. 

Lou. Conduct the gentlemen without. [Exit Jaques.] 
My Lord, 1*11 answer for their honesty 5 and, as they 
are strangers, where the law's severe, must beg you'd 
favour and assist 'em. 

Gov. You may command me, madam ; tho* there's 
no great fear ; for having heard the most that they 
could urge against 'em, I found m their complaints, 
more spleen and humour, than any just appearance of 
a real injury. 

Biter "Dm Manuel*" Charino, Antonio, and Clodio. 

Cka. I'll have justice. 

Ant. Don't be too hot, brother. 

Cha. Sir, I demand justice. 
- " D. Man. That's the lady, sir, I told you of. 

" Cio. Ay, that's she, my Lord, I am witness." 

Car. My Gather I Sir, your, psrdon r asid your bless- 
ing. ' • • 
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Ant. Why, truly, Charles, I begin to be a little re- 
conciled to the matter ; I wish you well, tho' I can't 
join you together ; for my friend and brother here, 
is very obstinate, and will admit of no satisfaction : 
but however, Heaven will bless you in spite of his 
teeth. 

' Cha. This is all contrivance, roguery ! I am abused! 
I say, deliver my daughter— —she is an heiress, sir ; 
and to detain her is a rape in law, sir, and I'll have 
you all hang'd ; therefore no more delays, sir ; for I 
tell you beforehand, I am a wise man, and 'tis im- 
possible to trick me. 

Ant. I say, you aFe too positive, brother j and when 
you learn more wisdom, you'll have some. 

Cha. I say, brother, this is mere malice, when you 
know, in your own conscience, I have ten times your 
understanding ; for you see I am quite of another 
opinion : and so, once more, my Lord, I demand jus- 
tice against that ravisher. 

Gov, Does your daughter, sir, complain of any vio- 
lence? 

Cha. Your lordship knows young girls never com* 
plain, when the violence is over; he has taught her 
better, i suppose. 

Artg. [To Charino, kneeling*] Sir, you are my fa- 
ther, bred me, cherished me, gave me my affe&ions, 
taught me to keep them hitherto within the bounds 
of honour and of virtue j let me conjure you, by the 
chaste love my mother bore you, when she preferred, 
to her mistaken parents choice, her being yours with* 

Kij 
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• 

out a dower, not to bestow my person, where those 
affections ne'er can follow — I cannot love that gen- 
tleman more than a sister ought ; but here my heart's 
subdued, even to the last compliance with my for- 
tune : he, sir, has nobly wooed and won me ; and I 
am only his, or miserable. 

Cha. Get up again. 

Gov. Come, sir ; be persuaded ; your daughter has 
made an honourable and happy choice ; this severity 
will but expose yourself and her. 

Cha. My Lord, I don't want advice : I'll consider 
with myself, and resolve upon my own opinion. 

Enter Jacques. 

Jaq. My Lord, here's a stranger without, enquires 
for your lordship, and for a gentleman that calls him- 
self Clodio. 

Clo. Hey I Ah, man cher ami J 

Enter Don Duart, disguised. 

Well, what news, my dear ? Has she answered my 
letter 1 
, D. Du. There, sir,— -This to your lordship. 

[Gives him a letter, and whispers. 

Gov. Married to night 1 and to this gentleman, 
sayest thou ? I'm amazed. 

D. Du. Here is her choice, my Lord. 

Clo. [Reading the letter.'] — um — um — charms — irre- 
sistible — excuse— so soon — passion — blushes — con- 
sent — provision— children — settlement — marriage — 
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If this is not plain, the devil's in't— Hold, here's 
more, faith — [Reads to himself. 

" D. Man. How shall I requite this goodness t 

[7*Lou # 

" Lou. I owe you more than I have leisure now to 
" pay : press me not too far, lest I should offer more 
" than you are willing to receive. Favours, when 
" long withheld, sometimes grow tasteless ; over- 
" fasting often palls the appetite. 

" D. Man. The appetite of love, like mine, can 
*' never die ; it would be everlasting, and unsated." 

[They seem to talk apart. 

Gov. 'Tis very sudden but give my service, I'll 

wait upon her. 

Clo. Ha, ha, ha I poor soul 1 I'll be with her pre* 
sently ; and faith, since I have made my own fortune, 
I'll e'en patch up my brother's too. Hark you, my 
dear dad, that should ha' been—This business is all at 
an end— —for, look you, I find your daughter's en- 
gag'd j and, to tell you the truth, so am I, faith. If 
my brother has a mind to marry her, let him;- for I 
shall not, split me -And now, gentlemen and la- 
dies, if you will do me the honour to grace mine and 
the lady Elvira's wedding, such homely entertain- 
ment as my poor house affords, you shall be all 
heartily welcome to. 

D. Lew. Thy house! ha, ha I Well said, puppy. 

Clo. Ha ! old Testy! 

Cha. What dost thou mean, man ? [To. Clodio. 

Gov. 'Tis even so, I can assure you, sir; I have, 

Kiij 
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myself an invitation from the lady's own hand, that 
confirms it : I know her fortune well, and am sur- 
prised at it. 

• Ang. Blessed news ! This seems a forward step to 
reconcile us all. 

Cha. If this be true, my lord, I have been thinking 
to no purpose; my design is all broke to pieces. 

Ant. Come, brother, we'll mend it as well as we 
can ; and since that young rogue has rudely turned 
tail upon your daughter, I'll fill up the blank with 
Charles's name, and let the rest of the settlement 
stand as it was. 

Cha. Hold, I'll first see this wedding, and then give 
you my final resolution. 

Clo. Come, ladies, if you please, my friend will 
shew you. 

Lou. Sir, we wait upon you. 

Cha. This wedding's an odd thing. 

D. Lew. Ha, ha I if it should be a lie, now. [Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

Changes to Elvira's apartment. Elvira alone* with 
Clodio'; letter in her hand. 

Elv. At how severe a price do women purchase an 
unspotted fame, when even the justest title can't as- 
sure possession ? When we reflect upon the insolent 
and daily wrongs, which men and scandal throw upon 
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our aclions, 'twere enough to make an honest mind 
despair : if we are fair and chaste, we are proud ; if 
free, we are wanton j cold, we are cunning ; and if 
kind, forsaken : nothing we do or think on, be the 
motive e'er so just or generous, but still the malice or 
the guilt of men, interprets to our shame : why should 
this stranger, else this wretched stranger, whose for- 
feit life I rashly saved, presume, from that mistaken 
charity, to tempt me with his love. 

Enter a Servant, 

Hark ! what music's that ? [Flourish. 

Scrv. Madam; the gentlemen are come. 

Elv. 'Tis well ; are the officers ready ? 

Serv. Yes, madam, and know your ladyship's or- 
ders. 

Elv. Conduct the company. Now, justice shall un- 
ci oud my fame, and see my brother's death revenged. 

Enter hautboys playing, Clodio singing, D. Duart, Go • 
vernor, D. Manuel, Louisa, Carlos, Angelina, An- 
tonio, Charino, and D. Lewis. 

Clo. Well, madam, you see I'm punctual you've 

nick'd your man, faith; I'm always critical to a 

minute. You'll never stay for me. Ladies and gen- 
tlemen, I desire you'll do me the honour of being 
better acquainted here my Lord ■ 

Gov. Give you joy, madam. 

Clo, Nay, madam, I have brought you some near 
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relations of my own, too ■ ■ This Don Antonio, who 
will shortly have the honour to call you daughter. 

Ant. The young rogue ha6 made a pretty choice, 
faith. 

do. This Don Charino, who was very near having 
the honour of calling me son. This my elder bro- 
ther and this my noble uncle, Don Choleric Snap- 

shorto de Testy. 

D. Lew. Puppy. 

Clo. Peevish. 

D. Lew. Madam, I wish you joy with all my hearty 
but truly, I can't much advise you to marry this gen- 
tleman ; because, in a day or too, you'll really find 
him extremely shocking : those that know him, ge- 
nerally give him the title of Don Dismallo Thick- 
scullo de Halfwitto. 

Clo. Well said, nuncle, ha, ha! 

D. Du. Are you provided of a priest, sir ? 

Clo. Ay, ay, pox on him; would he were come tho\ 

D. Du. So would I, I want the cue to a6l this jus- 
tice on my honour; yet I cannot read the folly in her 
looks. [Aside. 

Gov. You have surprised us, madam, by this sud- 
den marriage. 

Elv. I may yet surprise you more, my Lord. 

D. Du. Sir, don't you think your bride looks 
melancholy ? 

Clo.- Ay, poor fool, she's modest—but I have a 
cure for that —Well, my princess, why that de- 
mure look, now ? 
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Elv. I was thinking, Sir 

Clo. I know what you think of You don't think 

at all You don't know what to think — —You 

neither see, hear, feel, smell, nor taste You han't 

the right use of one of your senses — In short, you 
have it. Now, my princess, have not I nick'd it ? 

Elv. 1 am sorry, sir, you know so little of yourself, 
or me. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Madam, the priest is come. 

Elv. Let him wait, we've no occasion yet — Within, 
there seize him. 

[Several Officers rush in, who seize Clodio, and bind him. 

D. Du. Ha ! 

Gov. What can this mean ? 

Clo. Gad me 1 what, is my deary in her frolicks al- 
ready ? 

Elv. And now, my Lord, your justice on that mur- 
derer. 

Gov. How, madam! 

Clo. That hitch, my fortune ! 

D. Lew. Madam, upon my knees, I beg you don't 
carry the jest too far; but if there be any real hopes 
of his having a halter, let's know it in three words, 
that I may be sure at once for ever, that no earthly 
thing but a reprieve can save him. [Apart to Elvira. 

Ant. Pray, madam, who accuses him ? 

Elv. His own confession, sir. 

Cha. Of murder say you, madam? 
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Eh. The murder of my brother. 

Gov, Where was that confession made ? 

Eh. After the fact was done, my lord, this man 
pursued by justice, took shelter here, and trembling, 
begged of me for my protection ; he seemed, indeed, 
a stranger, and his complaints so pitiful, that I, little 
suspicious of my brother's death, promised by a rash 
and solemn vow, I would conceal him r which vow, 
Heaven can witness with what distraction in my 
thoughts I strictly kept, and paid ; but he, alas ! 
mistaking this my hospitable charity, for the effects 
of a most vile, preposterous love, proceeds upon his 
error, and in his letter, here, addresses me for mar* 
riage ; which I, once having paid my vow, answered 
in such prevailing terms, upon his folly, as now have, 
unprotected, drawn him into the hands of justice. 

D. Dm. She is innocent, and well has disappointed 
my revenge. [Aside. 

D. Lew. So, now I am a little easy — the puppy will 
be hanged. 

Gov. Give me leave, madam, to ask you yet some 
farther questions. 

Clo. Ay, 1 shall be hanged, I believe. 

Cha. Nay, then, 'tis time to take care of my daugh- 
ter; for I am convinced that my friend Clody is 
disposed of — and so, without compliment, do you 
see, children, Heaven bless you together. 

[Joins Car. and Ang. hands. 

Car. This, sir, is a time unfit to thank you as we • 
ought 
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Ant. Well, brother, I thank you, however ; Cfearles 
is an honest lad, and well deserves her ; but poor 
Clody's ill fortune I could never have suspected. 

D, Lew. Why, you would be positive, though you 
know, brother, I always told you, Dismal would be 
hang'd ; I must plague him a little, because the dog 

has been pert with me Clody, how dost thou do I 

Ha ! why you are tied ! 

Cle. I hate \\m old fellow, spirt me. 

D. Lew. Thou hast really madle a damn'd blunder 
here, child; to invite so many people to a mwrriage- 
knot, and instead of that it's like to be one wider the 
left ear. % 

€Uo. I'd fain have him die. 

B. Lew. Well,, my dear, I'll provide for thy going 
©fF, howeverj let me see, you'll only h*ve occasion 
for a nosegay, a paiir of white gloves, and a coffin : 
look you, take you no care about the surgeons, you 
shall not be anatomized — I'll get the body off with a 
wet finger— Tho*, raethinks, I'd fain see the inside of 
die puppy, too. 

do. Oh, rot him ! I can't bear this. 

D. Lew. Well, I won't trouble you any more now, 
child ; if I am not engaged, I don't know but I may 
come to the tree, and sing a stave or two with thee — 
Nay, I'll rise on purpose — tho' you will hardly suffer 
before twelve o'clock, neither — ay* just about twelve 
-—about twelve you'll be turned off. / 

Clo. Oh, curse consume him ! 
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Gov. I am convinced, madam, the fad: appears too 
plain. 

D. Lew. Yes, yes, he'll suffer. [Aside. 

Gov. What says the gentleman ? Do you confess 
the fact, sir ? 

Clo. Will it do me any good, my lord ? 

Gov. Perhaps it may, if you can prove it was not 
done in malice. 

Clo. Why, then, to confess the truth, my lord, I 
did pink him, and am sorry for't ; but it was none 
of my fault, split me. 

Elv. Now, my lord, your justice. 

D. Du. Hold, madam, that remains in me to give ; 
for know, your brother lives, and happy in the proof 
of such a sister's virtue. [Discovers himself. 

Elv. My brother ! Oh, let my wonder speak my joy ! 

Clo. Hey 1 [Clodio and his friends seem surprised. 

Gov. Don Duart ! living and well 1 How came this 
strange recovery f 

D. Du. My body's health the surgeon has restored : 
but here's the true physician of my mind : the hot, 
distemper'd blood, which lately rendered me offen- 
sive to mankind, his just, resenting sword let forth, 
which gave me leisure to reflect upon my follies past ; 
and, by reflection, to reform. 

Elv. This is indeed a happy change. 

Gov. Release the gentleman. 

do. Here, Testy, pr'ythee do so much as untie 
this a little* 
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D, Lew. Why, so I will, sirrah ; I find thou hast 
done a mettled thing ; and I don't know whether it's 
worth my while to be shocked at thee any longer. 

Elv. I ask your pardon for the wrong I have done 
you, sir ; and blush to think how much I owe you, 
for a brother thus restored. 

Go. Madam, your very humble servant, it's mighty 
well as it is. 

D. Du. We are, indeed, his debtors both; and, 
sister, there's but one way now of being grateful. 
For my sake, give him such returns of love, as he 
may yet think fit to ask, or you with modesty can 
answer. 

Clo. Sir, I thank you ; and when you don't think 
it impudence in me to wish myself well with your 
sister, I shall beg leave to make use of your friend- 
ship. 

D. Du. This modesty commends you, sir. 
Ant. Sir, you have proposed like a man of honour ; 
and if the lady can but like of it, she shall find those 
among us, that will make up a fortune to deserve 
her. 

; Car. I wish my brother well ; and as I once of* 
/fered him to divide my birth-right, I'm ready still to 
■put my words into performance. * 

D. Lew. Nay, then, since I find the rogue's no 
longer like to be an enemy to Charles, as far as a few 
acres go, I'll be his friend too. 
D. Du. Sister 1 

£lv. This is no trifle, brother} allow me a con- 

L 
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venienttime to think, and if the gentleman continues 
to deserve your friendship, he shall not much com- 
plain I am his enemy. 

J). Lew. So, now it will be a wedding again, faith. 

" D. Mian. And if this kind example could prevail 
" on you 

" Lou. If it could not, your merit has sufficient 
** power. From this moment I am yours forever. 

" D. Man. Which way shall I be grateful ? 

" do. Nay, then, strike up again, boys — and with 
" the lady's leave, I'll make bold to lead 'em up a 
u dance a la mode d* Angleterre. [They dance. 

" D. Lew, So, so 1 bravely done of all sides; and 
u now, Charles, we*ll e'en toast our noses over a 
4t chirping bottle, and laugh at our past fortune." 

Car. Come, my Angelina, 
Our bark, at length, has found a quiet harbour, 
And the distressful voyage of our loves 
fends not alone in safety, but reward. 
.iNow we unlade our freight of happiness, 
Of which, from thee alone, my share's deriv'd; 
For all my former search in deep philosophy, 
Not knowing thee, was a mere dream of life : 
iBut love, in one soft moment, taught me more 
jThan all the volumes of the learn 'd could reach ; 
Gave me the proof, when nature's birth began, 
To what great end th' Eternal formed a Man. 

[Exeunt. 



THE END. 
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AN epilogue's a tax on authors laid, 

And full as much unwillingly is paid. 

Good lines, I grant, are little worth ; but yet 

Coin has been always easier rais'd, than wit. 

(I fear we'd made but very poor campaigns. 

Had funds been levied from the grumbling brains,) 

Beside to what poor purpose should we plead, 

When you have once resolved a play shall bleed? 

But then again, a wretch, in any case, 

Has leave to say why sentence should not pass. 

First, let your censure from pure judgment flow, 

And mix with that, some grains of mercy too ; 

On some your praise like wanton lovers you bestow. 

Thus have you known a woman plainly fair , 

At fir st scarce worth your two days pains or care; 

Without a charm, but being young and new ; 

(You thought five guineas far beyond her due.) 

But when pursued by some gay, leading lover t 

Then every day her eyes new charms discover ; 

9 Till at the last, by crouds of beaus admired, 

Sh? has raised her price to what her heart desir'd, 

New gowns and petticoats, which her airs required. 

So, miss, and poet too, when once cried up, 

Believe their reputation at the top : 
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And know, that while the liking Jit has seized you, 
She cannot look, he write, too ill to please you. 
How can you bear a sense of love so gross, 
To let mere fashion on your taste impose f 
four taste refin 9 d, t might add to your delight ; 
'oets from you are taught to raise their Jlight\ 
?or as you learn to judge, they learn to write* 
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MY LORD, 

JyHEN I first design d this play, I found, or 
| thought I found, somewhat so moving in the serious 

part of it, and so pleasant in the comic, as might de- 
■ . serve a more than ordinary care in both : accordingly 

J used the best of my endeavour, in the management 
of two plots, so very different from each other, that 
it was not perhaps the talent of every writer, to have 

r 'j made them of apiece. Neither have I attempted 
t other plays of the same nature, in my opinion, with 

1 the same judgment ; though with like success, jind 
though many poets may suspect themselves for the 

fondness and partiality of parents to their youngest 
children, yet I hope I may stand exempted from this 
rule, because I know myself too well, to be ever sa- 
tisfied with my own conceptions, which have seldom 
i reached to those ideas that I had within me : and 
I consequently, I presume I may have liberty to judge 
\ when I write more or less pardonably, as an ordinary 
marksman may know certainly when he shoots less 
Wide at what he aims. Besides, the care and pains 
I have bestowed on this beyond my other tragi-ca- 
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medies, may reasonably make the world conclude, 
that either / can do nothing tolerably, or that this 
poem is not much amiss. Few good pictures have 
been finished at one sitting; neither can a true just 
play, which is to bear the test of ages, be produced 
at a heat, or by the force of fancy, without the ma- 
turity of judgment. For my own part, 1 have both 
so just a diffidence of myself, and so groat a reve- 
rence for my audience, that I dare 'venture nothing 
without a strict examination ; and am as much 
ashamed to put a loose indigested play upon the pub- 
lic, as I should be to offer brass money in a pay- 
ment : for chough it should be taken, (as it is too 
often on the stage,) yet it will be found in the second 
telling; and a judicious reader will discover in his 
closet that trashy stuff, whose glittering deceived him 
in the action, I have often heard the stationer sigh* 
ing in his shop, and wishing for those hands to take 
off his melancholy bargain which clapped Us perform- 
ance on the stage. In a play-house every thing con- 
tributes to impose upon the judgment ; the lights, the 
scenes, the habits, and, above all, the grace of action, 
which is commonly the best -where there is the most 
need of it, surprize the audience, and cast a mist 
upon their understandings ; not unlike the cunning 
of a juggler, who is always staring us in the face, 
and overwhelming us with gibberish, only that he 
may gain the opportunity of making the cleaner con* 
veyance of his trick. But these false beauties of the 
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stage, are no more lasting than a rainbow, when the 
actor ceases to shine upon them, when he gilds them 
no longer with his reflection, they vanish in a twink- 
ling. I have sometimes wondered, in the reading, 
i^hat was become of those glaring colours which 
amazed me in Bussy Damboys upon the theatre : but 
when I had taken up what I supposed a fallen star, I 
found I had been cozened with a jelly : nothing but 
a cold dull mass, which glittered no longer than it 
was shooting: a dwarfish thought, dressed up in gi- 
gantic words, repetition in abundance, looseness of 
expression, and gross hyperboles ; the sense of one 
line expanded prodigiously into ten : and to sum up 
all, uncortect English, and a hideous mingle of false 
poetry and true nonsense ; or, at best, a scantling of 
wit which lay gasping for life, and groaning beneath 
a heap of rubbish. A famous modern poet used to 
sacrifice every year a Statius to Virgil's manes : and 
I have indignation enough to burn a Damboys an- 
nually to the memory of Johnson, But now, my lord, 
I am sensible, perhaps too late, that I have gone too 
far: for I remember some verses of my own, Maxi- 
min and Jilmanzor, which cry vengeance upon me 
for their extravagance, and which I wish heartily in 
the same fire with Siatius and Chapman : all I can say 
for those passages, which are, I hope, not many, is, 
that I know they were bad enough to please, even 
when I writ them : but I repent of them amongst my 
sins ; and if any of their fellows intrude by chance 

B 
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into my present writings, J draw a stroke over atl 
those Dalilahs of the theatre; and am resolved I will 
settle myself no reputation by the applause of fools. 
'Tis not that I am mortified to all ambition, but T 
scorn as much to take it from halfwitted judges, as 2 
should to raise an estate by cheating of bubbles. Nei- 
ther do I discommend the lofty stile in tragedy, which 
is naturally pompous and magnificent : but nothing 
m truly sublime that is not just and proper. If the 
ancients had judged by the same measures which A 
■common reader takes, they had concluded SlaHus fit 
have written higher than Virgil; for, 

Qu& supermpostto moles gemlnata celosso, 
carries a mope thundering kind of sound than, 
Tityre, tu fatula recubam sub tegminefagu 

Yet Virgil had all the majesty of a lawful prince; 
and Statius only the blustering of a tyrant. But wkeH 
men affect a -virtue which they cannot reach, they 
fall into a pice, which bears the nearest resemblance 
to it. Thus an injudicious poet who aims at lofti- 
ness, runs easily into the swelling puffy stile, because 
it looks like greatness. I remember, when I was a 
hoy, I thought inimitable Spencer a mean poet in 
comparison of Sylvester's Dubartius; and was rapt 
into an extacy when I read these lines : 

Now, when the winter's keener breath began 
To crystaliie the Baltic ocean j 
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To glaze the lakes, to bridle up the floods, 
And periwig with snow the bald-pate woods* . 

/ am much deceived if this be not abominable fustian, 
that is, thoughts and words ill sorted, and without 
the least relation to each other: yet I dare not answer 
for an audience, that they would not clap it on the 
stage : so little value there is to be given to the com* 
mon cry, that nothing but madness can please mad" 
men, and a poet must be of a piece with the specta- 
tors, to gain a reputation with them.. But, as in a. 
room contrived for state, the height of the roof should, 
bear a proportion to the area ; so, in the heightening*, 
of poetry, the strength and vehemence; of figures 
should be suited to the occasion, the subject, and the 
persons. All beyond this is monstrous; 'tis out of 
nature, 'tis an excrescence, and not a living part of 
poetry. I had not said thus much, if some young 
gallants, who pretend to criticism, had not tqld me 
that this tragicomedy wanted the dignity of style: 
but as a man who is charged with a crime of which 
he thinhs himself innocent, is apt to be eager in his 
town defence, so perhaps I have vindicated my play, 
with more partiality than I ought, or than such a 
trifle can deserve. Yet, whatever beauties it may 
want, 'tis free at least from the grossness of those 
faults I mentioned: what credit it has gained upon 
the stage, I value no farther than in reference to my 
profit, and the satisfaction I had in seeing it repre* 
seated with all the justness and gracefulness of action* 

Bij 
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But as it is my interest to please my audience, so it is 
my ambition to be read; that lam sure is the mom 
lasting and the nobler design : for the propriety of 
thoughts and words, which are the hidden beauties 
of a play, are but confusedly judged in the vehemence 
of action : all things are there beheld, as in a hasty 
motion, where the objects only glide before the eye 
and disappear. The most discerning critic can judge 
no more of these silent graces in the action, than he 
who rides post through an unknown country can dis- 
tinguish the situation of places, and the nature of 
the soil The purity of phrase, the clearness of con- 
ception and expression, the boldness maintained to 
majesty, the significancy and sound of words, not 
strained into bombast, but justly elevated; in short, 
those very words and thoughts which cannot be 
changed but for the worse, must of necessity escape 
our transient view upon the theatre; and yet, with- 
out all these, a play may take. For if either the 
story move us, or the actor help the lameness of it 
with his performance, or now and then a glittering 
beam of wit or passion strike through the obscurity of 
the poem, any of those are sufficient to effect a pre- 
sent liking, bat not to fix a lasting admiration ; for 
nothing but truth can long continue; and time is the 
surest judge of truth. I am not -vain enough to think 
I have left no faults in this, which that touchstone 
will not discover; neither indeed is it possible to 
#Void them in a play of this nature. There are ev^ 
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dently two actions in it : but it will be clear to any 
judicious man > that with half the pains, I- could have 
raised a play from either of them s for this time I so* 
tisfied my own humour, which was to tack two plays 
together; and- to break a ride for the pleasure of va- 
riety. The truth is, the audience are grown weary 
of continued- melancholy scenes : and 1 dare venture 
to prophesy, that few tragedies, except those in verse, 
shall succeed in this age, if they are not enlightened 
with a course of mirth. For the feast is too dull and 
solemn without the fiddles. But how difficult a task 
this is, will soon he tried': for a several genius is re* 
quired to either way ; and without both of them, a 
•mart, in my opinion, is but half a poet for the stage. 
Neither is it so trivial an undertaking, to make a? 
tragedy end happily ; for 'tis more difficult to satre 
than it is to kilL The dagger and the cup of poison 
are always in a readiness; but to bring the action to 
the- last extremity, and then by probable means to re- 
cover all, will require the art and judgment of a 
writer; and cost him many a pang in the perform- 
ance. 

And now, my lord, 1 must confess that what I 
have written, looks more like a preface than a de- 
dication; and truly it was thus far my design, that 
I might entertain you with somewhat in my own art, 
which might be more worthy of a noble mind, than 
the stale exploded trick of fulsome panegyric. 'Tis 

Biij 
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difficult to write justly on any thing, but almost im~* 
possible in praise. J shall therefore wave so nice a 
subject; and only tell you, that in recommending a 
Protestant play to a Protestant patron, -as I do my- 
self an honour, so I do your noble family a right, 
who have been always eminent in the support and fa* 
*vour of our religion and liberties. And if the pro- 
mises of your youth, your education at home, anil 
your experience abroad, deceive me not, the prin* 
ciples you have embraced are such as will no way de- 
generate from your ancestors, but refresh their ira«, 
mory in the minds of all true Englishmen, and renew 
their lustre in your person ; which, my lord, is not 
more the wish, than is it the constant expectation of 
your lordship's 

Most obedient, faithful servant, 

JOHN DRYDEN* 
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This is one of the few dramatic productions, which 
may be supposed to have satisfied the taste of Johk 
Dryden. Our critics, with a sentence assuredly hy- 
perergic, have repeatedly overwhelmed it with the- 
censure of incongruity of parts ; of being drama- 
tically a monster, a discordia concors, by the union of 
the tragic and comic species. 

This may be said ; that the grand obje£t of this and 
of every other kind of poetry is to please ; and to 
give that pleasure by the most easy and natural means. 
—The Drama is, or ought to be, a picture of life, 
and why the shifting varieties of success and miscar^ 
riage, of joy and of sorrow, to be found therein, 
should not enter into one play as well as one circle 
of men, it is not easy to account for. The mixture 
of personages, of which necessarily the consequence 
and the sentiments must vary, from their condition, 
in a world where all is dependancy, must be refle&ed 
by the Stage, or the mirror is partial and unfaithful, 
—It would moreover be strange, indeed, if the Drama 
alone, contrary to the experience of all other things^ 
should not be allowed to profit by contrast. 
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NOW luck for us, and a kind hearty pit ; 

For he who pleases, never fails of wit : i 

Honour is yours ; 

And you, like kings at city-treats, Bestow it ; 

The writer kneels, and is Hd rise a poet : 

But you are fickle sovereigns, to our sorrow, 

You dubh to-day t and hang a man to-morrow ; 

You cry tke same sense up, and down again, 

Just like brass-money once a year in Spain : 

Take you i'th' mood, whatever base metal come, 

You coin as fast as groats at Birmingham : 

Though 'tis no more like sense in ancient plays, 

Than Rome's religion's like St, Peter's days. 

In shorty so swift your judgments turn and wind, 

You cast our fleetest wits a mile behind, 

9 Twer e well your judgments but in plays did range, 

But ev'n your follies and debauches change 

With such a whirl, the poets of your age 

Are tir^d, and cannot score them on the stage, 

Unless each vice in short- hand they indite, 

Ev'n as notcht 'prentices whole sermons write. 

The heavy Hollanders no vices know, 

But what they us'd a hundred years ago ; 

Like honest plants, where they were stuck, they grow. 
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They chcaty but still from cheating sires they come i 
They drink, but they were christ'ned first in mum. 
Their patrimonial sloth the Spaniards keep. 
And Philip first taught Philip how to sleep* 
The French and we still change, but here's the curse x 
They change for better, and we change for worse - x 
They take up our old. trade \of conquering , 
And we are taking theirs, to dance and sing? 
Our fathers did, for change, to France repair, 
And they, for change, will try our English air ; 
As children, when they throw one toy away, 
Strait a more foolish gewgaw comes in play : 
So we, grown penitent, on serious thinkings 
Leave whoring, and-dcvoutly fall to drinking. 
Scow'ring the watch grows out -of -fashion wit : 
Now we set up for tilting in the pit, 
Where 'tis agreed by bullies, chicken-hearted, 
To fright the ladies first, and then be parted, 
A fair attempt has twice or thrice been made, 
To hire night -murderers, and make death a trade. 
When murder* s out, what vice can we advance ? 
Unless the new-found poisoning trick of France : 
And when their art of rats-bane we have got, 
By way of thanks, we'll stnd them oler our plot. 
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Men* 

Torrismond, ..... Mr. Holland. 

Bertram, ..... Mr. Lee* 

Alfhonso, - ... • . Mr. Packer* 
Lorenzo, bis ton, .... Mr. Palmer. 

Raymond* ..... Mr. Bransby* 

Pedro, ...... Mr. Wright* 

Gomes* ...... Mr. Yates. 

Domini ex, fi* Spanish Fryar, - - Mr* Love* 

rromcn* 

Leonora, Queen of Arragon, - - Mrs. Yates. 
Te res A y woman to Leonora* • -Mrs. Bcnnet. 
Elvira* wife of Gomez. - - - Mrs. Cibber. 



COVENT-GARDEN. 

Mtn* 

Torrismond, .... . Mr. Wroughton. 

Bertran, ..... Mr. Whitfield. 

Alp non so* ... . Mr. Fearon. 

Lorenzo, bis sorty .... Mr. Lewis. 

Raymond, ..... Mr. Hull. 

Pedro* - - .... Mr. Thompson* 

Gomez* ...... Mr. Quick. 

Dominick* ..... Mr. Henderson* 

fromen* 

Leonora, Queen of Arragon, - - Mrs. Inchbald. 
Teresa, woman to Leonora, - - - Mrs. Poussin* 
Elvira, wife of Gomez, . - - Mrs. Mattocks* 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
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Alphonso and Pedro meet, with soldiers on each side, 

drums, &c. 

Alphonso, 
Stand! give the Word. 
* Ped. The queen of Arragon. 
Alph. Pedro ; — how goes the night ? 
Peti. She wears apace. 

Alph. Then welcome day-light; we shall have 
warm work on*t : 
The Moor will gage 
His utmost forces on this next assault, 
To win a queen and kingdom* 

Ped. Pox o' this lion-way of wooing, though : 
Is : the queen stirring yet ^ 
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Alpk. She has not been a -bed, but in her chapel 
All night devoutly watch'd, and brib'd the saints 
With vows for her deliverance. 

Ped. Oh, Alphonso, 
I fear they come too late : her father's crimes 
Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her prayers. 
A crown usurp'd, a lawful king depos'd, 
In bondage held, debarr'd the common light ; 
His children murder'd, and his friends destroy'd; 
What can we less expecl: than what we feel I 
And what we fear will follow. 

Alph. Heav'n avert it. 

Ped. Then Heav'n must not be Heav'n. Judge the 
event 
By what has pass'd. Th' usurper 'joy'd not long 
His ill-got crown ! 'Tis true, he dy'd in peace : 
{Unriddle that, ye Pow'rs ;) but left his daughter, 
Our present queen, engag'd upon his death-bed, 
To marry with young Bertran, whose curs'd father 
Had help'd to make him great. 
Hence, you well know, this fatal war arose ; 
Because the Moor Abdallah, with whose troops 
Th* usurper gain'd the kingdom, was refus'd, 
And, as an infidel, his love despis'd. 

Mph. Well, we are soldiers, Pedro, and, like 
lawyers, 
Plead for our pay. 

Ped, A good cause would do well though } 
It gives my sword an edge. You see this Bertran 
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Has now three times been beaten by the Moors : 
What hope we have is in young Torrismond, 
Your brother's son. 

Alph, He's a successful warrior,, 
" And has the soldiers hearts. Upon the skirts 
" Of Arragon our squadron 'd troops he rallies:" 
Our watchmen from the tow'rs with longing eyes 
Expert: his swift arrival • 

Ped. It must be swift, or it will come too late. 
- Alph, No more:— Duke Bert ran. 

Enter Bert ran attended. 

Bert, Relieve the centiies that have watch'd all 
night. [To Ped. 

Now, colonel, have you disposed your men, 
That you stand idle here ? 

Ped. Mine are drawn ofii 
To take a short repose. 
. Bert. Short let it be, 

For, from the Moorish camp, this fyour and more, 
There has been heard a distant humming noise, 
Like bees disturb'd, and arming in their hives. 
What courage in our soldiers ? Speak t what hope ? 

Ped. As much as when physician's shake their heads, 
And bid their dying patient think of heaven. 
" Our walls are thinly mann'd : our best men slain : 
" The rest, an heartless number, spent with watching, 
" And harrass*d out with duty. 1 ' 

Bert. Good-night all then. 

Ped. Nay, for my part, 'tis but a single life 

C 
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I have to lose : I'll plant my colours down 
In the mid-breach, and by them fix my foot; 
Say a short soldier's pray'r, to spare the trouble 
Of my few friends above; and then expect 
The next fair bullet. 

u Alph. Never was known a night of such distrac-* 
tkm; 
u Noise so confus'd and dreadful ; justling crowds, 
" That run r and know not whither; torches gliding, 
" Like meteors, by each other in the streets. 

" Ped. I met a reverend, fat, old gouty fryar ; 
" With a paunch swoll'n so high, his double chin 
u Might rest upon't : a true son of the church ; 
u Fresh colour'd, and well thriven on his trade, 
" Came puffing with his greasy bald-pate choir, 
" And fumbling o'er his beads,. in such an agony, 
" He told them false for fear : about his neck 
" There hung a wench, the label of his function, 
" Whom he shook off, i'faith, methought, unkindly. 
" It seems the holy stallion durst not score 
" Another sin before he left the world." 

Enter a Captain* 

Capt, To arms, my lord, to arms I 
From the Moors' camp the noise grows louder still : 
" Rattling of armour, trumpets, drums and ataballes ; 
" And sometimes peals of shouts that rend, the 

heav'ns, 
" Like victory : the groans again, and howlings, - 
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* l Like those of vanquish'd men ; but every echo 
" Goes fainter oft'; and dies in distant sounds." 

Bert. Some false attack : ex peel on th* other side; 
One to the gunners on St. Jago's tow'r; bid them for 

shame, . 

Level their cannon lower : on my soul. 
They're all corrupted with the gold of Barbary 
To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. 

Enter a second Captain. 

2d Capt. My lord, here's fresh intelligence arriv'd; 
Our army, led by valiant Torrismond, 
Is now in hot engagement with the Moors; 
'Tis said, within their trenches. 

Bert. I think all fortune is reservM for him. 
He might have sent us word though ; 
And then we could have favour 'd his attempt 
With sallies from the town 

Alpk. It could not be : 
We were so close block'd up, that none could peep 
Upon the walls and live ; but yet 'tis time 

Bert. No, 'tis too late ; I will not hazard it : 
On pain of death, let no man dare to sally. 

Ped. [Aside."} Oh, envy, envy, how it works within 
himl 
How now ! what means this show ? 

Alph. 'Tis a procession : 
The queen is going to the great cathedral, 
To pray for our success against the Moors. 

Ped. Very good : she usurps the throne $ keeps the 
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Lot. Troth, sir, we were in haste, and could not 
stay 
To score the men we kill'd. But there they lie j 
Best send our women out to take the tale ; 
There's circumcision in abundance for them. 

[Turns to Pedro again* 

Alph. How far did you pursue them ? 

Lor. Some few miles. 
To Ped.] Good store of harlots, say you, and dog- 
cheap ? 
Pedro, they must be had, and speedily. 
I've kept a tedious fast. [Whispers again. 

Alph, When will he make his entry ? He deserves 
Such triumphs as were giv'n by ancient Rome. 
Ha, boy, what say'st thou \ 

Lor. As you say, sir, that Rome was very ancient^ 
To Ped.] I leave the choice to you ; fair, black, tall* 

low; 
Let her but have a nose. And you may tell her 
I'm rich in jewels, rings, and bobbing pearls 
Pluck'd from Moors' ears. 

Alph. Lorenzo. 

Lor. Somewhat busy 
About affairs relating to the public 
A seasonable girl, just .in the nick now. [To Ped. 

[Trumpets within* 

Ped, I hear the general's trumpet. Stand and mark 
How he will be receiv'd : I fear, but coldly ; 
There hung a cloud, methought, on Bertran's brow. 

Lor. Then look to see a storm 6n Torrismond's. 
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Looks fright not men : the general has seen Moors 
With as bad faces, no dispraise to Bertran's. 

Ped. 'Twas rumour'd in the camp he loves the 
queen. 

Lor. He drinks her health devoutly. 

Alpk. That may breed bad blood 'twixt him and 
Bertran. 

Ped. Yes, in private. 
But Bertran has been taught the arts of courts, 
To gild a face with smiles, and leer a man to ruin. 
Oh, here they come 

JTa/irToRRisMOND and Officers on one side, Bertran 
attended, on the other; " they embrace y Bertram 
bowing low* 

«' Just as I prophesy'd. 

" Lor. Death and hell, he laughs at him! in's face 

too. 
"Ped. Oh, you mistake him! 'twas an humble 

gri»> 
" The fawning joy of courtiers and of dogs." 

Lor. [Aside.] Here are nothing but lies to be ex- 
petted; l'U e'en go lose myself in some blind alley, 
and try if any courteous damsel will think me worth 
the finding. [Exit Lo 

" Alpk. Now he begins to open." 

Bert. Your country rescif d, and your queen 
liev'd I 
A glorious conquest, noble Torrismond ! 
The people rend the skies with loud applaud 
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And Heav'n can hear no other name but yours. 
The thronging crouds press on you as you pass. 
And with their eager joy make triumph slow. 

Tor. My lord, I have no taste 
Of popular applause ; the noisy praise 
Of giddy crouds, as changeable as winds. 
Still vehement, and still without a cause ; . 

Servants to chance, and blowing in the tide ' 

Of swol'n success ; but veering with its ebb, 
It leaves the channel dry. 

Bert. So young a stoic 1 

Tor. You wrong me, if you think I'll sell one drop ' 

Within these veins for pageants : but let honour 
Call for my blood, and sluice it into streams ; | 

Turn fortune loose again to my pursuit, 
And let me hunt her through embattled foes, 
In dusty plains, amidst the cannons roar, 
There will I be the first. 

Bert. I'll try hira farther I Aside, 

Suppose th' assembled states of Arragon * 

Decree a statue to you, thus inscrib'd, I 

To Torrismond, who freed his native land. 

u Alph. [To Ped.] Mark how he sounds and fa- 
thoms him, to find 
" The shallows of his soul I 

" Bert. The just applause 
" Of godlike senates, is the stamp of virtue, 
" Which makes it pass unquestion'd through the world. 
" These honours you deserve; nor shall my suffrage 
" Be I aft to fix them on you. If rcfus'd* 
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" You brand us all with black ingratitude ; 

" For times to come shall say, Our Spain, like Rome, 

" Neglects her champions after noble acts, 

M And lets their laurels wither on their heads.'* 

Tor. A statue for a battle blindly fought, 
Where darkness and surprise made conquest cheap t 
Where virtue borrow'd but the arms of chance, 
And struck a random blow ! 'Twas fortune's work, 
And fortune take the praise, 

Bert. Yet happiness 
Is the first fame. Virtue, without success. 
Is a fair picture shewn by an ill light. 
But lucky men are favourites of Heaven : 
And whom should kings esteem above Heaven's dar- 
lings } 
The praises of a young and beauteous queen 
Shall crown your glorious acts. 

Ptd. [To Alph.J There sprung the mine. 

Tor. The queen I that were a happiness too. great I 
Nam'd you the queen, my lord ? 

Bert. Yes. You have seen.her, and you must con- 
fess, 
A praise, a smile, a look from her is worth ■ 
The shouts of thousand amphitheatres. 
She, she shall praise you ;. for I can oblige her : 
To-morrow will deliver all her charms 
Into my arms, and make her mine for ever. 
Why stand you mute i 

Tor. Alas, I cannot speak 1 

fyrt. Not speak, my lord I How. were yourfnoughte 
employed? 
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Tor. Nor can I think ; for I am lost in thought. 

Bert, Thought of the queen, perhaps ? 

Tor. Why, if it were, 
Heav'n may be thought on, though too high to climb* 

Bert. Oh, now I find where your ambition drives I 
You ought not to think of her. 

Tor. So I say too, 
I ought not : madmen ought not tb be mad j 
But who can help his frenzy i 

Bert. Fond young man ! 
The wings of .your ambition must be clipp'd. 
Your shame- fac'd virtue shunn'd the people's praise, 
And senate's honours: but 'tis well we know 
What price you hold yourself at. You have fought 
With some success, and that has seaPd your pardon. 

Tor* Pardon from thee ! Oh, give me patience, 
Heaven ! 
Thrice vanquish'd Bertran, if thoudar'st, lookout 
Upon yon slaughter'd host, that field of blood ; 
There seal my pardon, where thy fame was lost. 

Ped. He's ruin*d, past redemption ! 

Jlph. \To Tor.] Learn respect 
To the first prince o' the blood. 

Bert. Oh, let "him rave, 
I'll not contend with madmen. 

Tor. I have done, 
I know 'twere madness to declare this truth ; 
And yet 'twere baseness to deny my love. 
*Tis true, my hopes are vanishing as clouds, 
lighter than children's bubbles blown by wind.. 
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My merit's but the rash result of chance ? 
My birth unequal ; all the stars against me; 
Pow'r, promise, choice, the living and the dead ; 
Mankind my foes, and only love my friend ; 
But such a love, kept, at such awful distance, 
As, what it loudly dares to tell, a rival 
Shall fear to whisper there. Qjieens may be lov'd, 
And so may gods ; else why are altars rais'd } 
Why shines the sun, but that he may be viewM ? 
But, oh, when he's too bright, if then we gaze, 
'Tis but to weep, and close our eyes in darkness ! [Ex. 
" Bert. *Tis well ; the goddess shall be told, she 
shall, 
" Of her new worshipper. [Exit. 9 * 

Ped. So, here's fine work 1 
•* He supply'd his only foe with arms 
u For his destruction. Old Penelope's tale 
'* Inverted : h' has unravell'd all by day, 
u That he has done by night." What, planet-struck f 
Alpk. I wish I were, to be past sense of this 1 
Ped. Would I had but a lease of life so long, 
As till my flesh and blood rebelPd this way, 
Against our sovereign lady I Mad for a queen, 
With a globe in one hand, and a sceptre in t'other 1 
A very pretty moppet ! 

Alpk. Then to declare his madness to his rival, 
His father absent on an embassy, 
Himself a stranger almost, wholly friendless I 
A torrent, v rolling down a precipice, 
Is easier to be atopp'd, than is his ruin. 
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Fed. 'Tis fruitless to complain : haste to the court ; 
Improve your interest there, for pardon from the 
queen. 

Alph. Weak remedies; 
But all must be attempted. [Exit. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Ldr. Well, I am the most unlucky rogue ! I have 
been ranging over half the town, but have sprung no 
game. Our women are worse infidels than the Moors: 
I told them I was one of their knjghts- errant, that 
delivered them from ravishment ; and I think in my 
conscience that's their quarrel to me. 

Fed. Is this a time for fopling ? Your cousin is run 
honourably mad in love with her majesty : he is split 
upon a rock; and you, who are in chace of harlots, 
are sinking in the main ocean. I think the devil's in 
the family. [Exit* 

Lor. My cousin ruined, says he I — Hum I— Not that 
I wish my cousin's ruin; that were unchristian-: but 
if the general's ruined, I am heir; there's comfort 
for a christian. Money I have, I thank the honest 
Moors for't ; but I want a mistress. I am willing to 
be lewd ; but the tempter is wanting on his part. 

Enter Elvira veiled. 

Eh. Stranger! cavalier 1 Will you not hear me, 
you Moor- killer, you matador? 
Lor. Meaning me, madam ? 

2 
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Elv. Face about, man; you a soldier, and afraid of 
the enemy 1 

Lor, I must confess, I did not expect to have been 
charged first. I see souls will not be lost for want of 
diligence in this devil's reign. [Aside,"] — Now, Madam 
Cynthia, behind a cloud, your will and pleasure 
with me \ 

Elv, You have the appearance of a cavalier J and 
if you are as deserving as you seem, perhaps you may 
not repent of your adventure. If a lady like you well 
enough to hold discourse with you at first sight, you 
are gentleman enough, I hope, to help her out with 
an apology, and to lay the blame on stars, or destiny, 
or what you please, to excuse the frailty of a woman* 

Lor. Oh, I love an easy woman ! there's such a-do 

to crack a thick-shell'd mistress ; we break our teeth, 

and find no kernel. 'Tis generous in you to take 

, pity on a stranger, and not to suffer him to fall into 

ill hands at his first arrival. 

Elv, You have a better opinion of me than I de- 
serve. You have not seen me yet ; and therefore I 
am confident you are heart-whole. 

Lor, Not absolutely slain, I must confess ; but I 
am drawing on apace. You have a dangerous tongue 
in your Tiead, I can tell you that j and if your eyes 
prove of as killing, metal, there's but one way with 
me. Let me see you, for the safeguard of my ho- 
nour ; 'tis but decent the cannon should be drawn, 
down upon me before I yield* 

Elv* What a terrible similitude have you made, 

D 
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Colonel, to shew that you are inclining to the wars! 
I could answer you with another in my profession. 
Suppose you were in want of money ; would you not 
be glad to take a sum upon content in a sealed bag, 

without peeping ? But, however, I will not stand 

with you for a sample. [Lifts up her veil. 

Lor. What eyes were there! how keen their 
glances ! you do well to keep them veiled : they are 
too sharp to be trusted out of the scabbard. 

EIv. Perhaps, now, you may accuse my forward- 
ness: but this day of jubilee is the only time of free- 
dom I have had ; and there is nothing so extravagant 
as a prisoner, when He gets loose a little, and is im- 
mediately to return to his fetters. 

Lor. To confess freely to you, madam, I was never 
in love with less than your whole sex before : but 
now I have seen you, I am in the direct road of lan- 
guishing and sighing ; and, if love goes on as it be- 
gins, for aught I know, by to-morrow morning you 
may hear of me in rhyme and sonnet. I' tell y6u 
truly, I do not like these symptoms in myself. Per- 
haps I may go shufflingly at first ; for I was never 
before walked in trammels : yet I shall drudge and 
moil at constancy, till I have worn off the hitching 
in my pace. 

Elv. Oh* Sir, there are arts to reclaim the wildest 
men, as there are to make spaniels fetch and carry 1 
chide them often, and feed them seldom. Now I 
know your temper, you may thank yourself if you 
sfre kept to hard meat — you are in for years, if you 
make love to me. 
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Lor. I hate a formal obligation, with an anno do* 
mini at the end on't : there may be an evil meaning 
in the word years, call'd matrimony. 

Elv. I can easily rid you of that fear : I wish I 
could rid myself as easily of the bondage. 

Lor. Then you are married ? 
. Elv. If a covetous, and a jealous, and an old man 
be a husband. 

Lor. Three as good qualities for my purpose as I 
could wish. Now, love be praised ! 

Enter Elvira's Duenna, and whispers to her. 

Elv. [Aside."] If I get not home before my husband, 

I shall be ruin'd [To him."] I dare not stay to tell 

you where — Farewell — Could I once more [Exit* 

Lor. This is unconscionable dealing : to be made 

a slave, and not know whose livery I wear Who 

have we yonder ? 

Enter Gomez. 

By that shambling in his walk, it should be my rich 
pld banker, Gomez, whom I knew at Barcelona. 
As I live 'tis he 1 [To Gom.J What, old Mammon 
here ? 

Gom. How t young Belzebub ? 

Lor. What devil has set his claws in thy haunches, 
and brought thee hither to Saragossa ? Sure he meant 
a farther journey with thee. 

Com. I always remove before the enemy : when 

Dij 
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the Moors are ready to besiege one town, I shift my 
quarters to the next ; I keep as far from the infidels 
as I can. 
Lor. That's but a hair's breadth at farthest. 
Gom. Well, you have got a famous vi&ory; all 
true subjects are overjoyed at it : there are bonfires 
decreed ; an the times had not been so hard, my bil- 
let should have burnt too. 

Lor. I dare say for thee, thou hast such a respect 
for a single billet, that thou would'st almost have 
thrown on thyself to save it ; thou art for saving 
every thing but thy soul. 

Gom. Well, well, you'll not believe me generous 
till I carry you to the tavern, and crack half a pint 
with you at my own charge. 

Lor. No ; 1*11 keep thee from hanging thyself for 
such an extravagance ; and instead of it, thou shalt 
do me a mere verbal courtesy : I have just now seen 
a most incomparable young lady. 

Gom. Whereabouts did you see this most incom- 
parable yOung lady ? ■ »My mind misgives me 
plaguily. [Aside. 

Lor. Here, man, just before this corner house : 
pray Heaven it prove no bawdy-house. 

Gom. [Aside] Pray Heaven he does not make it 
one. 

Lor. What dost thou mutter to thyself? Hast thou 
any thing to say against the honesty of that house ? 

Gom. Not I, Colonel, the walls are very honest 
stone, and the timber very honest wood, for ought I 
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know ; but for the woman I cannot say, till I know 
h$r better. Describe her person, and if she live ifi 
this quarter I may give you tidings of her. 

Lor. She's of a middle stature, dark-colour' d hair, 

the most bewitching leer with her eyes, the most 

roguish cast; her cheeks are dimpled when she smiles, 

and her smiles would tempt an hermit. 

Gom. [Aside.] I am dead, I am buried, I am damned. 

Go on< Colonel have you no other marks 

of her \ 

Lor. Thou hast all her marks, but that she has an. 
Jiusba.nd, a jealous, covetous, old huncks : speak, 
canst thou tell me news of her ? 

Gom. Yes, this news, colonel, that you have seen* 
your last of her. 

Lor. If thou helpest me not to the knowledge of 
her, thou art a circumcised Jew. 

Gom. Circumcise me no more than I circumcise 
you, Colonel Hernando. Once more, you have seen 
your last of her. 

Lor. [Aside.'] I am glad he knows me only by that 
name of Hernando, by which I went at Barcelona j 
now he can tell no tales of me to my father. [To Aim.] 
Come, thou wert ever good-natured, when thou 
could 'st get by it. Look here, rogue, 'tis of the right 
damning colour : thou art not proof against gold, 

sure ! Do not I know thee for a covetous • 

Gom. Jealous old huncks ; those were the marks of 
your mistress's husband, as I remember, colonel. 

P iij 
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Lor. O the devil ! what a rogiic in 'understanding 
was I, not to find him out sooner ! [Aside. 

Gom. Do, do, look sillily, good colonel ; 'tis a de- 
cent melancholy after an absolute defeat. 

Lor. Faith, not for that, dear Gomez : but— — 

Gam. But — no pumping, my dear Colonel. 

Lor. Hang pumping ; I was — thinking a little upon 
a point of gratitude : we two have been long ac- 
quaintance ; I know thy merits, and can make some 
interest ; go to ; thou wert born to authority ; 111 
make thee Alcaide, mayor of Saragossa. 

Gom. Satisfy yourself ; you shall not make me what 
you think, colonel. 

Lor. Faith but 1 will ; thou hast the face of a ma- 
gistrate already. 

Gom* And you would provide me with a magis- 
trate's head to my magistrate's face ; I thank you, co- 
lonel. 

Lor. Come, thou art so suspicious upon an idle 
story — that woman I saw, I mean that little crooked, 
ugly woman, for t'other was a lie — is no more thy 

wife as I'll go home with thee, and satisfy thee 

immediately, my dear friend. 

Gom. 1 shall not put you to that trouble ; no, not 
so much as a single visit ; not so much as an embassy 
by a civil old woman, nor a serenade of twiiicledunx 
twincledum under my windows : nay, I will advise 
you, out of tenderness to your person, that you walk 
not near yon corner house by night; for to my certain 
knowledge! there are blunderbusses planted in every 
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loop-hole; that go off constantly of their own accord 
at the squeaking of a fiddle, and the thrumming of a 
guittar. 

Lor. Art thou so obstinate ? Then I denounce open 
war against thee : I'll demolish thy citadel by force ; 
or, at least, I'll bring my whole regiment upon thee ; 
my thousand red locusts, that shall devour thee in 
free quarter.- Farewell, wrought night-cap. [Exit* 

Gom. Farewell, Buff! free quarter for a regiment 
of red-coat locusts 1 I hope to see them all in the Red 

Sea first I But oh, tliis Jezabel of mine I I'll get 

a physician that shall prescribe her an ounce of cam- 
phire every morning for her breakfast, to abate in- 
continency. She shall never peep abroad, no, not to 
church for confession ! and for never going, she shall 
be condemned for a heretic. She shall have stripes 
by troy-weight, and sustenance by drachms and scru- 
ples: nay, I'll have a fasting almanack printed on 
purpose for her use, in which 

No carnival nor Christmas shall appear, 

But Lents and Ember -weeks shall fill the year. [Exit. 



ACT II. SCENE L 

The Queen's Antichamber. " Alphonso and Pedro. 

€t Alphonso. 
€t When saw you my Lorenzo ? 
" Ped. I had a glimpse of him $ but he shot by me 
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" Like a young hound upon a burning Kent : 
" He's gone aharlot hunting. 

" Atpk. His foreign breeding might have taught 
him better. 

" Fed. 'Tis that has taught him this. 
'■ What learn our youth abroad, but to refine 
" The homely vices of their native land I 
" Give me an honest home-spun country clown 
" Of our own growth ; his dulness is but plain, 
" But (heirs embroidered ; they are sent out fools, 
" And come back fops. 

" Alpk, You know what reasons urg'd me j 
" But now I have accomplish'd my designs, 
" I should be glad he knew (hem. His wild riots 
" Disturb my soul ; but they would sit more close, 
" Did not (he threaten'd downfall of our house, 
" In Torrismond, o'erwhelm my private ills, 

" Enter Bertkan attended, and whispering with a 
Courtier wide. 
" Bert. I would not have her think he dar'd to love 
her; 
" If he presumes to own it, she's so proud, 
" He tempts his certain ruiu. 
" Alpk. [To Ped.] Mark how disdainfully he throws 
his eyes on us. 
" Our old imprison'd king wore no such looks. 

. O, would (he general shake off his dotage 
to th' usurping queen, 
e-inthrone good venerable Sancho; 
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* ' I'll undertake, should Bertran sound his trumpets, 
" And Torrismond but whistle through his fingers, 
u He draws his army off. 

" Alph. 1 told him so; 
" But had an answer louder than a storm. 

" Ped. Now plague and pox on his smock- loyalty; 
" I hate to see a brave, bold fellow sotted, 
u Made sour and senseless, turn'd to whey, by love ; 
" A driveling hero, fit for a romance. 
" O, here he comes : what will their greeting be V 9 

Enter Torrismond attended, Bertran and he meet 

andjustle. 

Bert. Make way, my lords, and let the pageant pass* 

Tor. I make my way where'er I see my foe s 
But you, my lord, are good at a retreat. 
I have no Moors behind me. 

Bert. Death and hell 1 
Dare to speak thus when you come out again. 

Tar. Dare to provoke me thus, insulting man. 

Enter Teresa. 

Ter. My lords, you are too loud so near the queen 3 
You, Torrismond, have much offended her. 
*Tis her command you instantly appear, 
To answer your demeanour to the prince. 

[Exit Teresa 5 Bertran with his company follow* 
ing her. 
Tor. O, Pedro! O, Alphonsol pity me I 
A grore of pikes, 
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Whose polish'd steel from far severely shines. 
Are not so dreadful as this beauteous queen. 

Alph. Call up your courage timely to your aid. 
And, like a lion press'd upon the toils, 
Leap on your hunters. Speak your a&ions boldly. 
There is a time when modest virtue is 
Allow'd to praise itself. 

Ped. Heart, you were hot enough, too hot, but 
now: 
Your fury then boil'd upward to a foam : 
But since this message came, you sink and settle, 
As if cold water had been pour'd upon you. 

Tor. Alas, thou know'st not what it is to love ! 
When we behold an angel, not to fear, 
Is to be impudent : no, I'm resolv'd, 
Like a led vi&im, to my death I'll go, 
And, dying, bless the hand that gave the blow. 

[Exeunt. 
■■ ■ ■ ' » 

SCENE II. 

J)razi>s f and shews the Queen sitting in state: Bert&an 
standing next her\ then Teresa, &c. She rises, ana] 
comes to the front, 

Qu. [To Ber.] I blame not you, my lord; my f»* 
„ . ther's will, 

Your own deserts, and all my people's voice, 
Have plac'd you in the view of sovereign power. - 
But I would learn the cause, why Torrismond, 
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Within my palace walls, within ray hearing, 
. Almost within my sight, affronts a prince 
Who shortly shall' command him. 
Bert. He thinks you owe him more than you can 

And looks as he were lord of human kind. 

Enter Torrismond, Alphonso, WPedro. Tor- 
rismond bows low, then looks earnestly on the Queen* 
and keeps at a distance* 

Ter. Madam, the general, — ■— 

Qu. Let me view him well. 
My father sent him early to the frontiers. 
I have not often seen him ; if I did, ' 

He pass'd unmark'd by my unheeding eyes. 

* 

But where's the fierceness, the disdainful pride, 
The haughty port, the fiery arrogance ? 
By all these marks, this is not sure the man. 

Bert. Yet this is he who ffll'd your court with tu- 
mult, 
Whose fierce demeanour, and whose insolence, 
The patience of a god could not support. 

Qu. Name his offence, my lord, and he shall have 
Immediate punishment. 

Bert. 'Tis of so high a nature, should I speak it, 
That my presumption then would equal his, 

Qu. Some one among you speak. 

Ped. [dside.] Now* my tongue itches. 
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Qu. All dumb I On your allegiance, Torrismond, 
By all your hopes, I do command you, speak. 

Tor. [Kneeling.] O seek not to convince roe of a 

Which I can ne'er repent, nor can you pardon ; 
Or, if you needs will know it, think, oh think, 
That he who thus commanded dares to speak. 
Unless commanded, would have dy'd in silence. 
But you adjur'd me, madam, by my hopes ! 
Hopes 1 have none, for I am all despair ; 
Friends I have none, for friendship follows favour; 
Desert I have none, for what 1 did was duty; 
Oh, that it were 1 that it were duty idl I 

Qu. Why do you pause '. Proceed. 

Tor. As one condemn 'd to leap a precipice 1 , 
Who sect before his eyes the depth below. 
Stops short, and looks about for some kind shrub 
To break his dreadful fall—so I— 
But whither am I going } If to death, 
He looks so lovely sweet in beauty's pomp, 
He draws me to his dart. — I dare no more. 

Bert. He's mad beyond the cure of Hellebore. 
Whips, darkness, dungeons for this insolence. 

Tor. Mad as I am, yet I know when to bear. 

Qu. You're both tuu bold. You, Torrismond, mth- 

:h you all what's owing to your queen. 

u, my lord 

iest to-morrow was to join our hands j 
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I'll try if I can live a day without you. 
So both of you depart, and live in peace. 

Alpk* Who knows which way she points ? 
Doubling and turning like an hunted hare. 
Find out the meaning of her mind who can. 

Ped. Who ever found a woman's ? Backward and 
forward. The whole sex in every word. In my 
conscience, when she was getting, her mother was 
thinking of a riddle. 

[Exeunt all but the Queen and Teresa. 
Qu. Haste, my Teresa, haste, and call him back. 
Ter. Whom, madam i 
Qu. Him. 

Ter. Prince Bertran * 
Qu. Torrismond; 
There is no other he. 

" Ter. [Aside."] A rising sun, 
" Or I am much deceived." [Exit Teresa* 

Qu. A change so swift what heart did ever feel ! 
It rush'd upon me like a mighty stream. 
And bore me in a moment far from shore* 
I've lov'd away myself; in one short hour 
Already am J. gone an age of passion. 
Was it his youth, his valour, or success ? 
These might perhaps be found in other men. 
*Twas that respect, that awful homage paid me ; 
That fearful love which trembled in his eyes, 
And with a silent earthquake shook his soul. 
But, when he spoke, what tender words he said I 

E 
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So softly, that, like (lakes of featherM snow, 
They melted as they fell. 

Enter Tuts*, with Tokrismovd. 

Ter. He waits your pleasure. 

Qu. 'Tis wellj retire— Oh, Heav'ns, that I must 
speak 

go distant from my heart [Aside. 

[To Tor.] How now! What boldness brings you oack 
again ? 

Tor. I heard 'twas your command. 

Qu. A fond mistake, 
To credit so unlikely a command. 
And you return full of the same presumption, 
T' aftront me with your love ? 

Tor* If 'tis presumption, for a wretch condemn' id, 
To throw himself beneath his judge's feet : 
A 'boldness more than this I never knew ; 
Or, if I did, 'twas only to your foes. 

Qu. You would insinuate your past services, 
And those, I grant, were great ; but you confess 
A fault committed since, that cancels all. 

Tor* And who could dare to disavow his crime, 
When that for which he is accus'd and seiz'd, 
He bears about him still I % My eyes confess it; 
My every adtion speaks my heart aloud : 
But, oh, the madness of my high attempt 
Speaks louder yet I and all together cry, 
I love and I despair. 

Qu. Have you not heard, ' 
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My father, with his dying voice, bequeath'd 
My crown and me to Bertran ? And dare you, 
A private man, presume to love a queen ? 

Tor. That, that's the wound ! I see you set so high, 
As no desert or services can reach : 
Good Heav'ns, why gave you me a monarch's soul, 
And crusted it with base Plebeian clay ? 
Why gave you me desires of such extent, 
'And such a span to grasp them ? Sure my lot 
By some o'er- hasty angel was misplac'd 

In Fate's eternal volume ! But I rave, 

A^id, like a giddy bird in dead of night, 
Fly round the fire that scorches me to death. 

Qu. Yes, Torrismond, you've not so ill deserv'd, 
But I may give you counsel for your cure. 

Tor. I cannot, nay, I wish not to be cur'd. 

Qu. [Aside.] Nor I, Heav'n knows ! 

Tor. There is a pleasure sure 
In being mad, which none but madmen know 1 . 
Let me indulge it j let me gaze for ever I 
And, since you are too great to be belpv'd, 
Be greater, greater yet, and be ador'd. 
. Qp. These are the words which I must only hear 
From Bertran's mouth ; they should displease from 

you; 
I say they should ; but women are so vain 
To like the love, though they despise the lover. 
Yet, that I may not send you from ray sight 
In absolute despair 1 pity you. 

for. Am I then pity'd ! I have liv'd enough 1 
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Death, take me in this moment of my joy : 
But when my soul is plung'd in long oblivion, 
Spare this one thought, let me remember pity ; 
And so deceiv'd, think all my life was bless'd, 

Qu. What if I add a little to my alms ? 
If that would help, I could cast in a tear 
To your misfortunes* 

Tor. A tear! you haveo'erbid all my past sufferings, 
And all my future tool 

Qu. Were I no queen * 

Or you of royal blood— 

Tor. What have I lost by my fore -fathers* fault I 
Why was 1 not I the twentieth by descent 
From a long restive race of droning kings I 
Love, what a poor omnipotence hast thou, 
When gbld and titles buy thee ? 

Qu. [Sighs.] Oh, my torture I 

Tor. Might I presume, but, oh, I dare not hope 
That sigh was added to your alms for me ! 

Qu. I give you leave to guess, and not forbid you 
To make the best construction for your love. 
Be secret and discreet; these fairy favours 
Are lost when not conceal'd; — provoke not Ber- 

tran — 
Retire; I must no more but this— Hope, Torrismond. 

[Exit* 

Tor. She bids me hope; Oh, tteav'ns, she pities me i 
And pity still foreruns approaching love, 
A3 lightning does the thunder! Tune your harps, 
Ye angels, to that spwnd ; and thou, my heart, 
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Make room to entertain thy flowing joy* 

Hence all my griefs and every anxious care ; 

One wordy and one kind glance, can cure despair. 

[Exit, 

'''i n ' . ■ * • ■ ■ 

SCENE III. 



A Chamber, A table and wine set out. Enter Lorenzo* 

Lor. This may hit, *tis more than barely possible $ 
jbr fryars have free admittance into every house* 
This Jacobin, whom 1 have sent to, is her confessor ; 
and who can suspect a man of such reverence for a 
pimp * I'll try for once ; I'll bribe him high $ for 
commonly none love money better than they whu 
have made a vow of poverty* 

Enter Servant. 

$erv. There's a huge, fat, religious gentleman com- 
ipg up, sir ; he says he's but a fryar, but he's big 
enoqgh to be a pope ; his gills are as rosy as a turkey- 
cock's ; his great belly walks in state before him like 
an harbinger ; and his gouty legs come limping after 
it : never was such a tun of devotion seen. 

Lpr, Pring him in, and vanish. [Exit Serv. 

Enter Father D o M IN ic K . 

tor. Welcome, father. 

Dom. P^ace be here : I thought I had been sent for 
^o a dying man, to have fitted him for another world* 

E iij 
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Lor. No, faith, father, I was never for taking such 
long journies. Repose yourself, I beseech you, sir, 
ii those spindle legs of yours will carry you to the next 
chair. 

Dom. I am old, I am infirm, I must confess, with 
fasting. 

Lor. 'Tis a sign by your wan complexion, and your 
thin jowls, father. Come, to our better acquaint* 
ance : here's a sovereign remedy for old age and 
sorrow. [Drinks* 

Dom. The looks of it are indeed alluring : I'll do 
you reason. [Drinks* 

Lor. Is it to your palate, father } 

Dom. Second thoughts, they say, are best : I'll con- 
sider of it once again. [Drinks.] It has a most deli- 
cious flavour with it. Gad, forgive me, I have for- 
gotten to drink your health, son, X am not used to be 
so unmannerly. [Drinks again. 

Lor. No, I'll be sworn, by what I see of you, you 
are not. To the bottom, I warrant him, a true 
Church-man. Now, father to our business ; 'tis agree- 
able to your calling ; I intend to do an acl: of charity. 

Dom. And I love to hear of charity ; 'tis a com- 
fortable subject. 

Lor. Being in the late battle, in great hazard of 
my life, I recommended my person to good St. Do- 
minick. 

Dom. You could not have pitched upon a better : 
he's a sure card : I never knew him fail his votaries. 

Lor. Troth, I e'en made bold to strike up a bargain 
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with him, that if I 'scap*d with life and plunder, I 
would present some brother of his order with part of 
the booty taken from the infidels, to be employed in 
charitable uses. 

Dom. There you hit him ; St. Dominick loves char 
rity exceedingly; that argument never fails with 
him. 

Lor. The spoils were mighty ; and I scorn to wnong 
him of a farthing. To make short my story ; I en- 
quired among the Jacobins for an almoner, and the 
general has pointed out your reverence as the wor- 
thiest man : here are fifty pieces in this purse. 

Dom. How ! fifty pieces ? 'tis too much, too much, 
in conscience. 

Lor. Here, take them, father* 

Dom. No, in troth, I dare not : do not tempt me 
to break my vow of poverty. 

Lor. If you are modest, I must force you; fori 
am strongest. 

Dom. Nay, if you compel me, there's no contend- 
ing ; but will you set your strength against a decre- 
pid, poor, old man : [Takes the purse.] A* I said 'tis 
too great a bounty ? But St. Dominick shall owe 
you another 'scape; I'll put him in mind of you. 

Lor. If you please, father, we will not trouble him 
*till the next battle. But you may do me a greater 
kindness, by conveying my prayers to a female saint. 

Dom. A female saint! good now, good now, how 
your devotions jump with mine 1 I always loved the 
female saints. 
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Lor, I mean a female, mortal, married-woman 
saint. Look upon the superscription of this note j 
you know Don Gomez's wife. [Gives him a letter, 

Dom. Who, Donna Elvira ? I think I have some 
reason ; I am her ghostly father. 

Lor. I have some business of importance with her, 
which I have communicated in this paper ; but heir 
husband is so horribly given to be jealous, 

Dom. Ho, jealous 1 he's the very quintessence of 
jealousy : he keeps no male creature in his house 5 
and from abroad he lets no man come near her. 

Lor. Excepting you, father. 

Dom. Me, I grant you : I am her director and her 
guide in spiritual affairs. But he has his humours 
with me too; for t'other day, he called me false 
apostle. 

Lor. Did he so ? that reflects upon you all j on my 
word, father, that touches your copyhold. If you 
would do a meritorious action, you might revenge the 
church's quarrel. My letter, father. 

Dom. Well, so far as a letter, I will take upon me; 
for what can I refuse to a man so charitably given ? 

Lor, If you bring an answer back, that purse iii 
your hand has a twin -brother, as like him as ever he 
can look ; there are fifty pieces lie dormant in it, for 
more charities. 

Dom. That must not be : not a farthing more, upon 
my priesthood. But what may be the purport and 
meaning of this letter ;. that, I confess, alittjj? troubles 
me. 
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Lor. No harm, I warrant you. 

Don. Well, you are a charitable man ; and I'll 
take your word : my comfort is, I know not the con- 
tents; and so far I am blameless. But an answer 
you shall have ; though not for the sake of your fifty 
pieces more ; I have sworn not to take them, they 
shall not be altogether fifty : your mistress — fbrgive 
me that I should cati her your mistress, I meant El- 
vira, lives but at next door : I'll visit her imme- 
diately : but not a word more of the nine and forty 
pieces. 

Lor. Nay, I'll wait on you down stairs. Fifty 
pounds for the postage of a letter \ to send by the 
chureh is certainly the dearest road in Christendom. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE IF. 

* 

A Chamber. Enter Gomes and Elvira. 

Com. Henceforth I banish flesh and wine: 111 
have none stirring within these walls these twelve 
months. 

Elv. I care not; the sooner I am starved, the 
sooner I am rid of wedlock. I shall learn the knack 
to fast a days : you have used me to fasting nights 
already. 

Com. How the gipsey answers me ! Oh, 'tis a most 
notorious hilding^ 
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Elv. [Crying.] But was ever poor innocent creature 
30 hardly dealt with, for a little harmless chat ? 

Gom. " Oh, the impudence of this wicked sex !'' 
lascivious dialogues are innocent chat with you I 

Elv. Was it such a crime to inquire how the battle 
passed ? 

Gom. But that was not the business, gentlewoman) 
you were not asking news of a battle passed; you 
were engaging for a skirmish that was to come. 

Elv. An honest woman would be glad to hear, thajt 
her honour was safe, and her enemies were slain* , 

Gom. [In her tone] And to ask, if he were wounded 
in your defence; and, in case he were, to offer your* 
self to be his surgeon ; then you did not describe 
your husband to him, for a covetous, jealous, rich, 
old hunks. 

Elv. No, I need not : he describes himself suffi- 
ciently : but, in what dream did I do this ? 

Gom. You walkM in your sleep, with your eyes 
broad open, at noon -day ; and dreamed you were 
talking to the aforesaid purpose with one Colonel 
Hernando 

« 

Elv. Who, dear husband, who ? 

Gom. What the devil have I said ? You would have 
farther information, would you. 

Elv. No, but my dear, little old man, tell me now j 
that I may avoid him for your sake. 

Gom. Get you up into your chamber, cockatrice ; 
and there immure yourself: be confined, I say, dujv 
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ing our royal pleasure : but, first, down on your mar- 
row-bones, upon your allegiance, and make an ac- 
knowledgment of your offences; for I will have 
ample satisfaction. • [Pulls her down, 

' Ltv. I have done you no injury, and therefore I'll 
make you no submission : but I'll complain to my 
ghostly father. 

Corn. Ay ; there's your remedy : when you receive 
cbndign punishment, you run with open mouth to 
your confessor ; that parcel of holy guts and garbage : 
lie must chuckle you and moan you: but I'll rid my 
hands of his ghostly authority one day, 

Enter £)OMiNicit. 

and make him know he's the son of a [Sees him.] 

So; no sooner conjure, but the devil's in the > - 

circle. 

Dom. Son of what, Don Gomez. 

Gom. Why, a son of a church ; I hope there's no 
harm in that, father ? 

t)om. I will lay up your words for you till time 
shall serve ; and to-morrow I enjoin you to fast, for 
penance. 

Gom. [Aside. ] There's no harm in that ; she shall" 
fast too ; fasting saves money. 

Dom. [To Elv.] What was the reason that I found 
you upon your knees, in that unseemly posture ? 

Gom. [Aside."] Oh, hofriblel to find a woman upon 
her knees, he says, is an unseemly posture ; there's a 
priest for you! 
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Eh. [To Dom.] I wish, father, you would give me 
an opportunity of entertaining you in private : I have 
somewhat upon my spirits that presses me exceed- 
ingly. 

Dom. [Aside.] This goes well : Gomez, stand you 
at a distance, — farther yet, — stand out of ear-shot— I 
have somewhat to say to your wife in private. 

Gam. [Aside] Was ever man thus priest-ridden* 
Would the steeple of his church were in his belly : I 
am sure there's room for it. 

Eh. I am ashamed to acknowledge my infirmities ; 
but you have been always an indulgent father ; and 
therefore I will venture to — and yet I dare not. 

Dom. Nay, if you are bashful; if you keep your 
wound from the knowledge of your surgeon. 

Elv. You know my husband is a man in years ; but 
he's my husband, and therefore I shall be silent ; but 
his humours are more intolerable than his age : he's 
grown so froward, so covetous, and so jealous, that 
he has turned my heart quite from him ; and, if i 
durst confess it, has forced me to cast my afleclions 
on another man. 

Dom. Good ! hold, hold; I meant abominable. 

—Pray Heaven, this be my colonel. [Aside, 

Eh. I have seen this man, father; and have en- 
couraged his addresses : he's a young gentleman, a 
soldier, of a most winning carriage; and what his 
courtship may produce at last, I know not; but I am 
afraid of my own frailty. 

Dom. [Aside.] ' Tis he for certain ; she has saved 
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the credit of my function, by speaking first; now I 
must take gravity upon me. 

Gem. [Aside.] This whispering bodes me no good 
tor certain ; but he has me so plaguily under the lash, 
that I dare not interrupt him. 

Dom. Daughter, daughter, do you remember your 
matrimonial vow ? 

Elv. Yes, to my sorrow, father, I do remember it \ 
a miserable woman it has made me : but you know, 
father, a marriage vow is but a thing of course, 
which all women take, when they would get a hus- 
band. 

Dom, A vow is a very solemn thing j and it is good 
to keep it :— but, notwithstanding, it may be broken 
upon some occasions. Have you striven with all your 
might against this frailty i 

Elv. Yes, I have striven: but I found it was 
against the stream. Love, you know, father, is a 
great vow maker $ but he's a great vow breaker* 

Dom. 'Tis your duty to strive always ; but, not- 
withstanding, when we have done our utmost, it ex- 
tenuates the sin* 

Com. I can hold no longer— —Now, gentlewoman, 
you are confessing your enormities; 1 know it, by 
that hypocritical, down-cast look : enjoin her to sit 
bare upon a bed of nettles, father ; you can do no 
less in conscience. 

Dom. Hold your peace ; are you growing malapert I 
Will you force me to make use of my authority r 

F 
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^our wife's a well-disposed and a virtuous lady; I 
say it, in verbo sarcedotis. 

Eh. I know not what to do, father ; I find myself 
ma most desperate condition; and so is the colonel 
for love of me. 

Dom. The colonel, say you ! I wish it be not the 
same young gentleman I know ; 'tis a gallant young 
man, I must confess, worthy of any lady's' love in 
Christendom; in a lawful way, I mean: of such a 
charming behaviour, so bewitching to a woman's 
Cye; and furthermore, so charitably given; by all 
good tokens, this must be my Colonel Hernando. 

Elv. Ay, and my colonel too, father : 1 am over- 
joyed ; and are you then acquainted with him ? 

Dom. Acquainted with him I Why, he haunts me 
up and down ; and, I am afraid, it is for love* of you ;' 
for he pressed a letter upon me, within this hour, to 
deliver to you : I confess, I received it, lest he should 
send it by some other; but with full resolution never* 
fo put it into your hands. 

Elv. Oh, dear father, let me have it, or I shall die. 

Gom. Whispering still ! A pox of your close com- 
mittee I 1*11 listen, I'm resolved. " [Steals nearer* 

Dom. Nay, if you are obstinately bent to see it, use 
your discretion, but for my part, I wash my hands 
on't. What makes you listening there ? Get farther 
off, I preach not to thee, thou wicked eves-dropper. 

Elv. I'll kneel down, father, as if I were taking 
absolution^ if you'll but please to stand before me. 

Dom. At your peril be it {hen* I have told you the 
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ill consequences ; & liberayi animam mearn.-^- Your re- 
putation is in danger, to say nothing of your soul. 
^Notwithstanding, when the spiritual means have been 
applied, and fail ; in that case, the carnal may be 
used. — You are a tender child, you are ; and must 
not be put into despair : your heart is as soft and 
melting as your hand. 

[He strokes her face ; takes her by the hand j and gives 
the letter. 

Gom. Hold, hold, father, you go beyond your com : 
misson ; palming is always held foul play amongst 
gamesters. 

Dom. Thus good intentions are misconstrued by 
wicked men ; you will never be warned 'till you are 
excommunicated. 

Gem. [Aside.] Ah, devil on him ? there's his hold! 
if there were no more in excommunication than the 
church's censure, a wise man would lick his con- 
science whole with a wet finger ; but, if T am exconv. 
municated, I am outlawed; and then there's no calling 
in my money. 

Elv. [Rising.'] I have read the note, father, and 
will send him an answer immediately ; for I know 
his lodging by his letter. 

Dom. I understand it not, for my part ; but I wish 
your intentions be honest. Remember, that aduljtery. 
.though it be a silent sin, yet it is a crying sin also. 
Nevertheless, if you believe absolutely he will die^ 
unless you pity him, to save a man's life is a point of 
charity j and actions of charity do alleviate, as I may 

Fij " ' '• 
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say, and take off from the mortality of the sin* 
Farewell, daughter — Gomez, cherish your virtuous 
wife ; and thereupon I give you my benediction. 

[Going* 

Com. Stay ; "1*11 conduct you to, the door, that I 
may be sure you steal nothing by the way. Fryar.s 
wear not their long sleeves for nothing. — Oh, it is a 
Judas Iscariot. [Exit after the Fry or. 

Etv. This fryar is a comfortable man 1 He will un^ 
derstand nothing of the business, and yet does it all* 

Pray, wives, and virgins, at your time of need, 

For a true guide, of my good father's breed, 

[Exit. 






ACT III. SCENE I, 
The Street* Enter Lorenzo in a FryarU habit, following 

DOMINICK. 

Lorenzo. 
Father Dominick, father Dominick \ Why in suck 
haste, man ? 

Dom. It should seem a brother of our order. 

Lor. No, faith, I am only your brother in iniquity ; 
my holiness, like yours, is mere outside. 

Dcm. What ! my noble colonel in metamorphosis 1 
On what occasion are you transformed ? 

Lor. Love; almighty love* that which turned Ju- 
piter into a town-bull* has transformed me into a 
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fryar;"I have had a letter from Elvira, in answer to 
that I sent by you. 

Dom. You see I have delivered my message faith- 
fully ; I am a fryar of honour where I am engaged. 

Lor. Oh, I understand your hint •. the other fifty 
pieces are ready to be condemned to charity. 

Dom. But this habit, son, this habit 1 

Lor. 'Tis a habit, that in all ages has been friendly 
Jo fornication : you have begun the <}esign in this 
cloathing, and I'll try to accomplish it. The husband 
is absent ; that evil counsellor is removed ; and the 
sovereign is graciously disposed to hear my griev- 
ances. * 

Dom. Go to : go to ? I find good counsel is but 
thrown away upon you : fare you we, 11, fare you well, 
son, ah ! 

Lor. How ! will you turn recreant at the last cast T 
You must along to countenance my undertaking : we 
are at the door, man. 

Dom. Well, I have thought on't, and I will not go. 

Lor, You may stay, father; but no fifty pounds 
without it ; that was only promised in the bond : but 
the condition of this obligation is such, that if the 
above- named father, father Domimck, do not well 
and faithfully perform 

Dom. Now I better think on't, I will bear you com- 
pany ; for the reverence of my presence may be a 
curb to your exorbitances. 

Lor. Lead up your myrmidon, and enter. [Exeunt, 

Fiij 
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Enter Elvira in her Chamber. 

Elv. He'll come, that's certain; young appetites, 
are sharp, and seldom need twice bidding to such a 
banquet. Well, if I prove frail, as I hope I shall not, 
till I have compassed my design, never woman had 
such a husband to provoke her, such a lover to allure 
her, or such a confessor to absolve her? " Of what 
" am I afraid, then \ Not my conscience, that's safe 
" enough ; my ghostly father has given it a dose o( 
" church opium to lull it. Well, for soothing sin, 
" I'll say that for him, he's, a chaplain for any court 
V in Christendom. 

Enter Lorenzo and Dominick. 

Ob, Father Dominick, what news ? Howl a companion 
with you 1 What game have you in hand, that you 
hunt in couples ? 

Lor. [Lifting up his hood.] 1*11 shew you that im- 
mediately. 

Elv, Oh, my love t 

Lor. My life ! 

£/t/. My soul ! [They embrace* 

Dom. I am taken on the sudden with a grievous 
swimming in my head, and such a mist before my 
eyes, that I can neither hear nor see. 

Elv. Stay, and I'll fetch you some comfortable 
water. 

Dom. No, no, nothing but the open air will do me 
good, 1*11 take a turn in your garden ; but rcmem- 
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ber that I trust you both, and do not wrong my good 
opinion e£_you. [Exit* 

E/v, This is certainly the dust of gold which you 
have thrown m the good man's, eyes, that on the sud- 
den he cannot see ; for my mind misgives me;, this sick- 
ness of his is but apocryphal. 

Lor. 'Tis no qualm of conscience, I'll be sworn* 
You see, madam, 'tis interest governs all the world* 
He preaches against sin : why i Because so mucji 
more is bidden for his silence. 

E/v. And so much for the Fryax* 

Lor. Oh, those eyes of yours reproach me justly, 
that I neglect the subject which brought me hither. 

E/v. Do you consider the. hazard I have run to see 
you here ? If you do, methinks it should inform you,, 
that I love not at a common rate.. 

Lor. Nay, if you talk of considering, let us consider 
why we are alone. Do you think the Fryar left us. to* 
gether to tell beads ? Love is a kind of penurious god, 
very niggardly of his opportunities: he must be 
watched like a hard-hearted treasurer ; for he bolts 
put on the sudden, and if you take him not in. the 
nick, he vanishes in a twinkling. 

E/v. Why do you. make such haste to have done 
loving me I "You men are like, watches, wound up 
" for striking twelve immediately ; but, after you are 
" satisfied, the very next that follows, is the solitary 
" sound of single one. 

" Lor. How, madam ; do you invite me to a feast f 
*' and then preach abstinence ? 
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" £/#. No, I invite you to a feast where the dishes 
" are served up in order. You are for making a 
" hasty meal, and for chopping up your entertain- 
" ment like a hungry clown. Trust my manage - 
li ment, good colonel, and call not for your desert 
u too soon." Believe me, that which comes last, as 
it is the sweetest, so it cloys the soonest. 

Lor. I perceive, madam, by your holding meat this 
distance, that there is somewhat you expect from me. 
What am I to undertake or suffer, ere I can be 
happy ? 

Elv. 1 must first be satisfied that you love me. 
' Lor. By all that's holy, by these dear eyes 

Elv. Spare your oaths and protestations : I know 
you gallants of the time have a mint at your tongue's 
'end, "to coin them. 

Lor. You know you cannot marry me ; but, by 
heavens, if you were in a condition—- 

Elv. Then you would not be so prodigal of your 
promises, but have the fear of matrimony before your 
eyes. In few words, if you love me, as you profess, 
deliver me from this bondage, take me out of Egypt, 
and I'll wander with you as far as earth, and seas, 
and love can carry us. 

Lor. I never was out at a mad frolic, though this 
is the maddest I ever undertook. Have with you, 
lady mine, I take you at your word ; and if you are 
for a merry jaunt, I'll try, for once, who can foot ft 
farthest. There are hedges in summer, and barns in 
*w inter to be found : I with my knapsack, and you 
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with your bottle at your back. We'll leave honour 
to madmen, and riches to knaves; and travel till we 
come to the ridge of the world, and then drop to- 
gether into the next. 

Eh. Give me your hand, and strike a bargain. 

[He takes her hand, and hisses, it. 

Lor. In sign and token whereof, the parties inter-* 
changeably, and so forth— When should I be weary 
of sealing upon this soft wax ? 

Eh. Oh, heavens, I hear my husband's voice t 

Enter Gomez. 

Gom. Where are you, gentlewoman? There*s some- 
thing in the wind, Vm sure ; because your woman 
would have run up stairs before me ; but I have se- 
cured her below, with a gag in her chops Now, 

in the devil's name, what makes this fryar here again ? 
I do not like these frequent conjunctions of the flesh 
and the spirit ; they are boding. 

Eh. Go hence, good father ; my husband, you see* 
is in an HI humour* and I would not have you witness 
of his folly. [Lorenso going. 

Gom. [Running to the door.] By your reverence's 
favour, hold a little; I must examine you something 
better before you go. Hey-day 1 who have we here \ 
Father Dominick is shrunk in the wetting two yards 
and a half about the belly. What are become of those 
two timber-logs, that he used to wear for legs, that 
stood strutting like the two black posts before a door I 
1 am afraid some bad body has been setting him, oyer 
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a fire in a great cauldron, and boiled him down half 
the quantity for a receipt. This is no Father Do- 
minick, no huge overgrown abbey-lubber ; this is but 
a diminutive sucking fryar. " As sure as a gun, 
" now, Father Dominick has been spawning this young 
" slender antichrist." 

Elv. [Aside] He will be found out; there's no pre- 
vention ! 

Gom. Why does he not speak ? What, is the fryar 
possessed with a dumb devil? If he be, I shall make 
bold to conjure him. 

Elv. He is but a novice in his order, and is enjoined 
silence for a penance. 

Gom. A novice, quoth-a! you would make a no- 
vice of me too, if you could. But what is his busi- 
ness here ? Answer me that, gentlewoman, answer 
me that. 

Elv. What should it be, but to give me some spi- 
ritual instructions ? 

Gom. Very good ! and you are like to edify much 
from a dumb preacher. This will not pass ; I must 
examine the contents of him a little closer. Oh, thou 
confessor, confess who thou art, or thou art no fryar 
of this world ! 

[He comes to Lorenzo, who struggles with him; his habit 
Jlies open, and discovers a sword; Gomez starts back.] 
As I live, this is a manifest member of the church 
militant ! 

Lor. [j4side.~\ I am discovered — Now, impudence 
be my refuge — Yes, faith, 'tis 1, honest Gomez. — 
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TThou seest I use thee like a friend. This is a fami- 
liar visit. 

Gom. What, Colonel Hernando turned fryar ! Who 
could have suspected you of so much godliness ? 

Lor. E'en as thou seest, 1 make bold here. ^ 

Gom. A very frank manner of proceeding! But I. 
do not wonder at your visit, after so friendly an in- 
vitation as I made you. Marry, I hope you'll excuse 
the blunderbusses for not being in readiness to salute 
you ; but let me know your hour, and all shall be 
mended another time. 

Lor., Hang it,. I hate such ripping up old unkind - 
ness. I was upon the frolic this evening, and came 
to visit thee in masquerade. 

Gom. Very likely; and hot finding me at home, 
you were forced to toy away an hour with my wife, 



or so. 

•* » 1 



Lor. Right ; thou^peakest my very soul. 
. Gom. Why, am I not a friend then, to help you 
out ? you would have been fumbling half an hour for 
this excuse. But, as I remember, you promised to 
storm my citadel, and bring your regiment of red 
locusts upon me, for free quarter : I find, colonel, by 
your habit, there are black locusts in the world, as 
well as red. 

Elv. [Aside.'] When comes my share of the reckon- 
ing to be called for ? 

Lor. Give me thy hand j thou art the honestest 
kind man— I was resolved I would not go out of the 
house till I had seen thee. 
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Gom. No, in my conscience, if I had staid abroad 
till midnight. But, colonel, you and I shall talk in 
another tone hereafter ; I mean, in cold friendship, 
at a bar before a judge, by way of plaintiff and de- 
fendant. Your excuses want some grains to make 
them current : hum and'haw will not do ihe business. 
There's a modest lady of your acquaintance ; she has 
so much grace to make none at all, but silently to 
Confess the power of dame Nature working in her 
body to youthful appetite. 

Eh. How he got in I know not, unless it were by 
virtue of his habit. 

Gom. Ay, ay, the virtues of that habit are known 
abundantly. 

Elv. I could not hinder his entrance j for he took 
me unprovided. 

Gom. To resist him. 

£lv. I'm sure he has not been here above a quarter 
of an hour. 

Gom. And a quarter of that time would have served 
thy turn. Oh, thou epitome of thy virtuous sex t 
Madam Messalinathe second, retire to thy apartment j 
I have an assignation there to make with thee. 

Elv. I'm all obedience. [Exit. 

Lor. I find, Gomez, you are not the man I thought 
you. We may meet before we come to the bar, ytt 
may ; and our differences may be decided by othef 
weapons than by lawyers tongues. In the mean time, ^ 
no ill treatment of your wife> as you hope to die a 
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natural death, and go to hell in your bed. Bilbo is 
the word j remember that, and tremble— 

[He is going out. 

Enter Dominick. 

Don. Where is this naughty couple ? Where are 
you, in the name of goodness ? My mind misgave me, 
and I durst trust you no longer by yourselves. Here 
will be fine work, I'm afraid, at your next confession 1 

Lor. [Aside.] 1 he devil is punctual, I see : he has 
paid me the shame he owed me $ and now the fryar 
is coming in for his part too. 

Dom. [Seeing Gom.] Bless my eyes 1 what do I see ? 

Gom. Why, you see a cuckold of this honest gen- 
tleman's making, I thank him for his pains. 

Dom. I confess, I am astonished ! 

Gom. What, at a cuckoldom of your own con* 
trivance I your bead- piece and his limbs have done 
my business— Nay, do not look so strangely : remem- 
ber your own words, Here will be fine work at your 
next confession 1 What naughty couple were they, 
whom you durst not trust together any longer, when 
the. hypocritical rogue had trusted them a full quar- 
ter of an hour ? And, by the way, horns will sprout 
in less time than mushrooms. 

Dom. Beware how you accuse one of my order upon 
light suspicions. The naughty couple that I meant, 
were your wife and you, whom I left together with 
great animosities on both sides. Now, that was the 
occasion, mark me, Gomez, that I thought it con- 

G 
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venient to return again, and not to trust your enraged 
spirits too long together. You might have broken 
out into revilings and matrimonial warfare, which 
are sins; and new sins make work for new con- 
fessions. 

Lot. [Aside] Well said, i* faith, fryar; thou art 
come off thyself, but poor I am left in limbo. 

Gom. Angle in some other ford, good father ; you 
shall catch no gudgeons here. Look upon the pri- 
soner at the bar, fryar, and inform the court what 
you know concerning him : he is arraigned here by 
the name of Colonel Hernando. 

Dom. What colonel do you mean, Gomez r I see 
no man, but a reverend brother of our order, whose 
profession I honour, but whose person I know not, as 
I hope for Paradise. 

Gom. No, you are not acquainted with him ; the 
more's the pity 5 you do not know him, under this 
disguise, for the greatest cuckold- maker in all Spain. 

Dom. Oh, impudence I Oh, rogue I Oh, villain !— 
Nay, if he be such a man, my righteous spirit rises at 
him 1 Does he put on holy garments, for a cover- 
shame of lewdness i 

Gom. Yes, and he*s in the right on't, father : when 
a swinging sin is to be committed, nothing will cover 
it so close as a fryar's hood ; for there the devil plays 
ajt bo-peep, puts out his horns to, do a mischief, and 
then shrinks them back for safety, like a snail into 
her shell. 

Lor. [Aside] It's- best marching off while lean re- 
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treat with honour. There's no trusting this fryar's 
conscience ; he has renounced me already more hear- 
tily than he e'er did the devil, and is in a fair way of 
prosecuting me for putting on these holy robes* 
*' This is the old church-trick : the clergy is ever at 
" the bottom of the plot ; but they are wise enough 
" to slip their own necks out of the collar, and leave 
u the. laity to be fairly hanged for it." [Exit Lor. 
. Gom. Follow your leader, fryar; your colonel is 
trooped off; but he had not gone so easily, if I durst 
have trusted you in the house behind him. Gather up 
your gouty legs, I say, and rid my house of that huge 
body of divinity. 

Dm. I expect some judgment should fall upon you, 
for your want of reverence to your spiritual director. 
Slander, covetousness, and jealousy will weigh thee 
down. 

Gom. Put pride, hypocrisy, and gluttony into your 
scale, father, and you shall weigh against me : nay, 
if sins come to be divided once, the clergy puts in 
for nine parts, and scarce leaves the laity a tithe. 

Bom. How darest thou reproach the tribe of Levi ? 

Gom. Marry, because you make us laymen of the 
tribe of Issachar. You make asses of us, to bear 
your burdens. When we are young, you put pan- 
niers upon us with your church-discipline ; and when 
we are grown up, you load us with a wife : after that, 
you procure for other men, and then you load our 
wives too. A fine phrase you have amongst you to 
draw us into marriage : you call it settling of a man ; 

G ij 
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just as when a fellow has got a sound knock upon the 
head, you say he is settled — marriage is a settling 
blow indeed. They say every thing in the world is 
good for something, as a toad, to suck up the venom 
of the earth; but I never knew what afryarwas good 
for, till your pimping shewed me. 

Dom. Thou shalt answer for this, thou slanderer 1 
Thy offences be upon thy head. 

Gom. I believe there are some offences there of 
your planting. [Exit Dom. 

Lord, lord, that men should have sense enough to set 
snares in their warrens to catch pole -cats and foxes 1 
And yet- 

Want wit a priest- trap at their door to lay y 

For holy vermin that in houses prey. [Exit. 



SCENE II. 

A Palace. Queen and Teresa. 

7er. You are not what you were since yesterday; 
Your food forsakes you, and your needful rest ; 
You pine, you languish, love to be alone ; 
Think much, speak little, and, in speaking, sigh. 
When you see Torrismond, you are unquiet ; 
But when you see him not, you are in pain. 

Qu. Oh, let them never love, who never tryM ! 
They brought a paper to me to be sign'd ; 
Thinking, on him, I quite forgot my name 
And writ, for Leonora, Torrismond, 
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" I went to bed, and to myself I thought 
" That I would think on Torrismond no more ; 
" Then shut my eyes, but could not shut out him, 
u I turn'd, and try'd each corner of my bed, 
u To, find if sleep were there, but sleep was lost. 
€t Fev'rish, for want of rest, I rose, and watk'd, 
•' And, by the moonshine, to the windows went; 
" .There thinking to exclude him from my thoughts.*' 
I cast my eyes upon the neighbouring fields, 
And, ere I was aware, sigh'd to myself, 
There fought my Torrismond. 

7er. What hinders you to take the man you love } 
The people will be glad, the soldiers shout, 
And Bertran, tho* repining, will be aw'd. 

«' Qu. I fear to try new love ; 
" As boys to venture on the unknown ice, . 
" That crackles underneath them while they slide. 
" Oh, how shall I describe this growing ill ) 
" Betwixt my doubt and love, methinksl stand 
" Falt'ring, like one that waits an ague-fit: 
u And yet, would this were all 1 

<* Ter. What fear you more ? 

" Qu. I am asham'd to say ; 'tis but a fancy* 
" At break of day, when dreams, they say, are true, 
" A drowsy slumber, rather than a sleep, 
" Seiz'd on my senses, with long watching worn. 
" Methought I stood on a wide river's bank, 
" Which I must needs o'erpass, but knew not how ; 
" When,,on a sudden, Torrismond appeared, 
" Gave me his hand, and led me lightly o'er, 

G iij 



70 THE SPANISH FRYAR. A3 111. 

€i Leaping and bounding on the billows heads, 
" 'Till safely we had reach'd the farther shore. 
" Ter. This dream portends some ill which you 
shall 'scape. 
" Would you see fairer visions, take, this night, 
" Your Torrismond within your arms to sleep : 
" And, to that end, invent some apt pretence 
" To break with Bertran. 'Twould be better yet, 
" Could you provoke him to give you th' occasion, 
" And then to throw him off." 

Enter Bertran a? a distance* 

Qui My stars have sent him ; 
For see, he comes. How gloomily he looks ! 
If he, as I suspelt, haVe found my love, 
His jealousy will furnish him with fury, 
And me with means to part. 

Bert. [Aside.] Shall I upbraid her ? Shall I call her 
false i 
If she be false, 'tis what she most desires. 
My genius* whispers me, Be cautious, Bertran ; 
Thou walk'st as on a narrow mountain's neck, 
A dreadful height, with scanty room to tread. 

Qu. What bus'ness have you at the court, my lord ? 

Bert. What bus'ness, madam 1 

Qu. Yes, my lord, what bus'ness? 
Tis somewhat sure of weighty consequence 
That brings you here so often, and unsent for. 

Bert, [dside.'] 'Tis what I fear'd ; her words are 
cold enough 



AB11L THE SPANISH FRYAR. 71 

To freeze a man to death May I presume 

To speak, and to complain ? 

Qu. They who complain to princes, think them 
tame. 
" What bull dares bellow, or what sheep dares bleat, 
"Within the lion's den?'' 

Bert . Yet men are sufFer'd to put Heav'n in mind 
Of promis'd blessings ; for they then are debts. 

Qu. My lord, Heav'n knows its own time when to 
give; 
But you, it seems, charge me with breach of faith, 

Bert. I hope I need not, madam. 
But as when men in sickness ling'ring lie, 
They count the tedious hours by months and years, 
So every day defer r'd to dying lovers, 
Is a whole age of pain. 

Qu. What if I ne'er consent to make you mine I 
My father's promise ties me not to time ; 
And bonds without a date, they say, are void. 

Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound : 
Love is the freest motion of our minds ; 
Oh, could you see into my secret soul, 
There you might read your own dominion doubled, 
Both as a queen and mistress) If you leave me, 
Know, I can die, but dare not be displeas'd. 

Qu. Sure you affect stupidity, my lord, 
Or give me cause to think, that when you lost 
Three battles to the Moors, you coldly stood 
As unconcerned as now. 
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Bert. I did my hest ; 
Fate was not in my power. 

Qu. And with the like tame gravity you saw 
A raw young warrior take your banned work, 
And end it at a blow. 

Bert. I humbly take my leave ; but they who blast 
Your good opinion of me, may have cause 
To know I am no coward. [He is going. 

Qu. Bertran, stay— 
[Aside] This may produce some dismal consequence 
To him whom dearer than my life I love. 
[To Aim.] Have I not manag'd my contrivance well. 
To try your love, and make you doubt of mine? 

Bert. Then was it but a trial ? 
Methinks I start as from some dreadful dream, 
And often ask myself if yet I wake. 
[Aside.] This turn's too quick to be without design : 
I'll sound the bottom of 't, ere I believe. 

Qu. I find your love, and would reward it too; 
But anxious fears solicit my weak breast. 
I fear my people's faith, 

That hol-mouth'd beast that bears against the curb, 
Hard to be broken even by lawful kings, 
But harder by usurpers. 

Judge, then, my lord, with all these cares oppress'd. 
If I can think of love. 

Bert. Believe me, madam, 
These jealousies, however large they spread, 
Have but one root, the old imprison'd king, 
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Whose lenity first pleas'd the gaping crowd ; 

But when long try'd, and found supinely good, 

Like jEsop's log, they leap'd upon his back. 

Your father knew them well, and when he mounted, 

He rein'd them strongly, and he spurr'd them hard ; 

And, but he durst not do it all at once, 

He had not left alive this patient saint, 

This anvil of affronts, " but sent him hence, 

" To hold a peaceful branch of palm above, 

" And hymn it in the choir." 

Qu. You've hit upon the very string, which, touch'd, 
Echoes the sound, and jars within my soul: 
There lies my grief. 

Bert. So long as there's a head, 
Thither will all the mounting spirits fly 5 
Lop that but off, and then 

Qu. My virtue shrinks from such a horrid act. 

Bert. This 'tis to have a virtue out of season. 
M Mercy is good, a very good dull virtue ; 
" But kings mistake its timing, and are mild 
" When manly courage bids them be severe." 
Better be cruel once, than anxious ever. 
Remove this threat'ning danger from your crown, 
And then securely take the man you love. 

Qu. [Walking aside.] Ha! let me think of that— 
the man I love ! 
'Tis true, this murder is the only means 
That can secure my throne to Torrismond ; 
Nay, more, this execution done by Bertran, 
Makes him the object of the people's hate. 
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Bert. [Aside.] The more she thinks, 'twill work the 
stronger in her. 

Qu. [Aside.] How eloquent is mischief to per- 
suade ! 
Few are so wicked as to take delight 
In crimes unprofitable ; nor do I. 
If then I break divine and human laws, 
No bribe but love could gain so bad a cause. 

Bert. You answer nothing. 

Qu. 'Tis of deep concernment, 
And I a woman ignorant and weak. 
I leave it all to you : think, what you do, 
You do for him I love. 

Bert. [Aside.] For him she loves I 
She nam'd not me ; that may be Torrismond f 
Whom she has thrice in private seen this day. 
Then I am finely caught in my own snare 

I'll think again Madam, it shall be done ; 

And mine be all the blame. [Exit. 

Qu. Oh, that it were I I would not do this crime ; 
And yet, like Heaven, permit it to be done. 
c( The priesthood grossly cheat us with free-will ; 
" Will to do what, but what Heaven first decreed 1 
€i Our acYions then are neither good nor ill, 
" Since from eternal causes they proceed : 
" Our passions, fear and anger, love and hate, 
" Mere senseless engines that are mov'd by fate ; 
" Like ships on stormy seas without a guide, 
" Tost by the winds, are driven by the tide. 
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Enter Torrismond. 

Tor. Am I not rudely bold, and press too often 
Into your presence, madam ? If I am— — 

Qu. No more, lest I should chide you for your stay # 
Where have you been, and how could you suppose 
That I could live these two long hours without you \ 

Tor, Oh, words to charm an angel from his orb4 
Welcome as kindly showers to long-parch'd earth! 
But I have been in such a dismal place, 
Where joy ne'er enters, which the sun ne'er cheers, 
Bound in with darkness, overspread with damps ; 
Where I have seen (if I could say I saw) 
The good old king, majestic in his bonds, 
And midst his griefs most venerably great ; 
By a dim winking lamp, which feebly broke 
The gloomy vapours, he lay stretch'd along 
Upon th' unwholesome earth, his eyes fix'd upward; 
And ever and anon a silent tear 
Stole down and trickled from his hoary beard. 

Qu. Oh, Heaven I what have I done } My gentle 
love, 
Here end. thy sad discourse; and, fpr my sake, 
Cast off these fearful melancholy thoughts* 

Tor. My heart is withered at tliat piteous sight, 
As early blossoms are with eastern blasts. 
He sent for me, and while I raised my head, 
He threw his aged arms about my neck ; 
And, seeing that I wept, he press'd me close : 
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So, leaning cheek to cheek, and eyes to eyes. 
We mingled tears in a dumb scene of sorrow. 
Qu. Forbear ; you know not how you wound my 
soul. 
• Tor. Can you have grief, and not have pity too ? 
He told me, when my father did return, 
He had a wond'rous secret to disclose. 
He kiss'd me, bless'd me, nay, he call'd me son ; 
He prais'd my courage ; pray'd for my success; 
He was so true a father to his country, 
To thank me for defending e'en his foes, 
Because they were his subjects. 
Qu. If they be, then what am I } 
Tor. The sovereign of my soul, my earthly Heaven, 
Qu. And not your queen. 
Tor. You are so beautiful, 
So wondVous fair, you justify rebellion ; 
As if that faultless face could make no sin, 
But Heaven, with looking on it, must forgive. 
Qui The king must die, he must, my Torris- 
mond: 
Though pity softly plead within my soul, 
Yet he must die, that I may make you great, 
And give a crown in dowry with my love. 

Tor. Perish that crown, on any head but yours I 
Oh, recollect your thoughts I 
Shake not his hour-glass, when his hasty sand 
Is ebbing to the last. 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
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And nature drops him down without your sin, 
Like mellow fruit without a winter storm. 

Qu. " Let me but do this one injustice more :" 
His doom is past, and for your sake he dies. . 

Tor. Would you for me have done so ill an acl, 
And will not do a good one ? 
Now, by your joys on earth, your hopes in heaven, 
Oh, spare this great, this good, this aged king, 
And spare your soul the crime I 

Qu. The crime's not mine ; 
'Twas first propos'd, and must be done by Bertran, 
Fed with false hopes to gain my crown and me. 
I, to enhance his ruin, gave no leave j 
But barely bade him think, and then resolve. 

Tor. In not forbidding, you command the crime. 
Think, timely think on the last dreadful day ; 
How will you tremble, there to stand expos'd, 
And foremost in the rank of guilty ghosts, 
That must be doom'd for murder I Think on mur- 
der : 
That troop is plac*d apart from common crimes ; 
The damn'd themselves start wide, and shun that 

* band, 
As far more black, and more forlorn than they. 

Qu. 'Tis terrible; it shakes, it staggers me. 
" I knew this truth, but 1 repell'd that thought. 
" Sure there is none but fears a future state : 
" And when the most obdurate swear they do not, 
" Their trembling hearts belie their boasting 



tongues." 
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Enttr Teresa. 

Send speedily to Bertran \ charge him strictly / 

Not to proceed, bur wait my further pleasure. 

Tcr. Madam, he sends to tell you, 'tis performed. 

[£*i*. 

Tor. Ten thousand plagues consume him I furies 
drag him I 
Fiends tear him 1 Blasted be the arm that struck, 
The tongue that order'd 1 only she be spar'd, 
That hinder'd not the deed I Oh, where was then 
The power that guards the sacred lives of kings ) 
Why slept the lightning and the thunder-bolts, 
Or bent their idle sage on fields and trees. 
When vengeance call'd them here ? 

Qu. Sleep that thought too. 
'Tis done ; and since 'tis done, *tis past recall ; 
And since 'tis past recall, must be forgotten. 

Tor. Oh, never,. never shall it be forgotten 1 
High Heaven will not forget it ; after ages 
Shall with a fearful curse remember ours, 
And blood shall never leave the nation more. 

" Qu. His body shall be royally interr'd, * 
" And the last funeral pomps adorn his herse. 
" I will myself (as I have cause too just) 
" Be the chief mourner at his obsequies } 
" And yearly fix, on the revolving day, 
" The solemn mark of mourning, to atone, 
'? And expiate my offences. 

" Tor. Nothing can, 
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" But bloody vengeance on that traitor's heady 
«< Which, dear departed spirit, here I vow." 

Qu. Here end our sorrows, and begin our joys. 
" Love calls, my Torrismond : though hate has 

rag'd, 
** And rul'd the day, yet love will rule the night, 
€t The spiteful stars have shed their venom down, 
** And now the peaceful planets take their turn, 
€t This deed of Bertran's has remov'd all fears, 
u And giv'n me just occasion to refuse him.'* 
What hinders now, but that the holy priest 
In secret join our mutual vows ? " And then 
•' This night, this happy night is yours and mine.** 

Tor. Be still my sorrows, and be loud my joys : 
Fly to the utmost circles of the sea. 
Thou furious tempest, that hath toss'd my mind, 

And leave no thought but Leonora there 

What's this ? — 1 feel a boding in my soul, 
As if this day were fatal — Be it so. 
Fate shall but have the leavings of my love. 
My joys are gloomy, but withal are great. 
The lion, though he sees the toils are set, 
Yet, pinch'd with raging hunger, scow'rs away, 
Hunts in the face of danger all the day, 
At night, with sullen pleasure, grumbles o'er his 
prey. [Exeunt. 
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ACT TV. SCENE I. 



Before Gomez's door. EhUr Lorenzo, Dominick, 
and two Soldiers at a distance. 

Dominick. 
I'll not wag an ace farther: the whole world wiH 
not bribe me to it ; for my conscience will digest 
these gross enormities no longer. 

Lor. How, thy conscience not digest them! There's 
ne'er a fryar in Spain can shew a conscience -that 
comes near it for digestion. It digested pimping, 
when I sent thee with my letter ; and it digested per- 
jury, when thou sworest thou didst not know me: 
I'm sure it has digested me fifty pounds of as hard 
gold as is in all Barbary : pr'ythee, why should'st thou 
discourage fornication, when thou knowest thou lovest 
a sweet young girl \ 

Dom. Away ; away ; I do not love them ;— phau ; 
no, — [Spits."] I do not love a *pretty girl— you are 
so waggish. [Spits again. 

Lor. Why, thy mouth waters at the very mention 
of them. 

Dom. You take a mighty pleasure in defamation* 
colonel ; but I wonder what you find in running rest- 
less up and down, breaking your brains, emptying 
your purse, and wearing out your body, with hunt* 
ing after unlawful game. 

Lor. Why, there's the satisfaction on't. 
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Dm. This incontinency may proceed to adultery, 
and adultery to murder, and murder to hanging ; 
and there's the satisfaction on't. 

Lor. I'll not hang alone, fryar ; I'm resolved to 
peach thee before thy superiors, for what thou hast 
done already. 

Dm. lam resolved to forswear it if you do: let 
me advise you better, colonel, than to accuse a church- 
man to churchmen : in the common cause we are all 
of a piece ; we hang together. 

Lor. [Aside.^i you don't, it were no matter if you 
did. 

Don. Nay, if you talk of peaching, 1*11 peach first, 
and see whose oath will be believed ; I'll trounce you 
for offering to corrupt my honesty, and bribe my 
conscience; you shall be summoned by an host of 
paritors; you shall be sentenced in the spiritual 
court ; you shall he excommunicated ; you shall be 
out-lawed ;— - —and ■ ■ [Here Lorenzo takes a purse, 
and plays with it, and at last, lets the purse fall 
chinking on the ground; which the fryar eyes."] [In 
another tone.'] I say, a man might do this now, if he 
were maliciously disposed, and had a mind to bring 
matters to extremity; but, considering, that you are 
my friend, a person of honour, and a worthy good 
charitable man, 1 would rather die a thousand deaths 
than disoblige you. [Lorenzo takes up the purse, and 
pours it into the fryer's sleeve.] Nay, good sir; nay, 
dear colonel ; Oh, Lord, sir, what are you doing 

Hiij 
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now 1 I profess this must not be : without this I 
would have served you to the uttermost ; pray com- 
mand me. A jealous, foul-mouthed rogue this Go- 
mez is : I saw how he used you, and you marked 
how he used me too : Oh, he's a bitter man ; but 
we'll join our forces ; ah, shall we, colonel ? We'll be 
revenged on him with a witness. 

Lor. But how shall I send her word to be ready at 
the door, (for I must reveal it in confession to you,) 
that I mean to carry her away this evening, by the 
help of these two soldiers ? I know £romez suspe&s 
you, and you will hardly gain admittance. 

Dom. Let me alone; I fear him not; I am armed 
with the authority of my cloathing; yonder I see him 
keeping centry at his door : % have you never seen a 
41 citizen, in a cold morning, clapping his sides, and 
" walking forward and backward, a mighty pace be- 
" fore his shop ? But I'll gain the pass, in spite of his 
" suspicion ;" stand you aside, and do but mark how 
I accost him. 

Lor. If he meet with a repulse, we must throw off 
the fox's skin, and put on the lion's : come, gentle* 
men, you'll stand by me. 

Sold. Do not doubt us, colonel. 

[They retire all three to a corner of the stage, Domi- 
nick goes to the door where Gomez stands. 

Dom, Good even, Gomez, how does your wife ? 

Gom. Just as you'd have her, thinking on nothing, 
but her dear colonel, and conspiring cuckoldom 
against me. 
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Dom. I dare say, you wrong her, she is employing 
her thoughts how to cure you of your jealousy. 

Gom, Yes, by certainty. 

Dom. By your leave, Gomez ; I have some spiritual 
advice to impart to her on that subject. 

Gom. You may spare your instructions, if you please, 
father, she has no further need of them. 

Dom. How, no need of them 1 Do you speak in 
riddles } 

Gom, Since you will have me speak plainer; she 
has profited so vm\\ already by your counsel, that she 
can say her lesson, without your teaching: do you 
understand me now ? 

Dom. I must not neglecl my duty, for all that; 
once again, Gomez, by your leave. 

Gom. She's a little indisposed, at present, and it 
will not be convenient to disturb her. 

[Dominick offers to go by htm, but t' other stands 
before Aim. • 

Dom. Indisposed, say you ? • Oh, it is upon those 
occasions that a confessor is most necessary ; I think, 
it was my good angel that sent me hither so oppor- 
tunely. 

Gom. Ay, whose good angel sent you hither, that 
you best know, father. 

Dom. A word or two of devotion will do her no 
harm, I'm sure. 

Gom. A little sleep will do her more good, I'm 
sure : you know she disburdened her conscience but 
this morning to you. 
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Dom. But, if she be ill this afternoon, she may have 
new occasion to confess. 

Gom. Indeed as you order matters with the colo- 
nel, she may have occasion of confessing herself every 
hour. 

Dom. Pray how long has she been sick ? 

Gom. Lord, you will force a man to speak ; why 1 
ever since your last defeat. J 

Dom. This can be but some light indisposition, it ■ 
will not last, and I may see her. 

Gom. How, not last I I say, it willjast, and it shall 
last ; she shall be sick these seven or eight days, and 
perhaps longer, as I see occasion. What ! I know 
the mind of her sickness, a little better than you do. 

Dom. I find then, I must tyring a doctor. j 

Gom. And he'll bring an apothecary, with a charge- 
able long bill of Ana's : those of my family have the 
grace to die cheaper ; in a word, Sir Dominick, we 
understand one another's business here ; I am re- 
solved to stand like the Swiss of my own family, to 
defend the entrance ; you may mumble over your 
pater nostcrs, if you please, and try if you can make 
my doors fly open, and batter down my walls, with 
bell, book, and candle $ but I am not of opinion, that 
you are holy enough to commit miracles. 

Dom. Men of ray order are not to be treated after 
this manner. 

Gom. I would treat the pope and his cardinals in 
the same manner, if they offered to see my wife, with- 
out my leave. 
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Dom* I excommunicate thee from the church, if 
thou dost not open, there's promulgation coming out. 

Gom. And I excommunicate you from my wife, 
if you go to that ; there's promulgation for promul- 
gation, and bull for bull; and so I. leave you to re- 
create yourself with the end of an old song—" and 
u sorrow came to the old fryar." [Exit. 

Enter Lorenzo and Soldiers, 

Lor. I will not ask you your success; for I over* 
heard part of it, and saw the conclusion ; I find we 
are now put upon our last trump ; the fox is earthed, 
but I shall send my two terriers in after him. 

Sold. I warrant you, colonel, we'll unkennel him* 

Lor. And make what haste you can, to bring out 
the lady : what, say you, father ? Burglary is but a 
venial sin among the soldiers. 

Dom. I shall absolve them, because he is an enemy 
of the church — There is a proverb, I confess, which 
says, that dead men tell no tales j but let your sol- 
diers apply it at their own perils. 

Lor. What, take away a man's wife, and kill him 
too 1 The wickedness of this old villain startles me, 
u and gives me a twinge for my own sin, though it 
*' comes far short of his:" hark you, soldiers, be 
sure you use as little violence to him as possible. 

Dom. Hold a little, I have thought better how to 
secure him, with less danger to us. 
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Lor. Oh, miracle I the fryar is grown conscienti- 
ous! 

Dom. The old king, you know, is just murdered, 
and the persons that did it are unknown ; let the sol- 
diers seize him for one of the assassinates, and let me 
alone to accuse him afterwards. 

Lor. I cry thee mercy with all my heart, for su- 
specting a fryar of the least good-nature; what, would 
you accuse him wrongfully ? 

Dom. I must confess, 'tis wrongful quoad hoc as to 
the fa& itself j but 'tis rightful quoad iunc, as to this 
heretical rogue, whom we must dispatch : he has 
railed against the church, which is a fouler crime than 
the murder of a thousand kings ; omne majus contmet 
in u minus : he that is an enemy to the church is an 
enemy unto heaven ; and he that is an enemy to hea- 
ven, would have killed the king if he had been in the 
circumstances of doing it ; so it is not wrongful to ac- 
cuse him. 

Lor. I never knew a churchman, if he were perso- 
nally offended, but he would bring in heaven by hook 
or crook into his quarrel. Soldiers, do as you were 
first ordered. [Exeunt Soldiers. 

Dom. What was't you ordered them ? Are you sure 
it is safe, and not scandalous ? 

Lor. Somewhat near your own design, but not alto- 
gether so mischievous ; the people are infinitely dis- 
contented, as they have reason ; and mutinies there 
are, or will be, against the queen ; now I am content 
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to put him thus far into the plot, that he should be 
secured as a traitor ; but he shall only be prisoner at 
the soldiers quarters 5 and when I am out of reach, 
he shall be released. 

Dm. And what will become of me then? For 
when he is free, he will infallibly accuse me. 

Lor. Why then, father, you must have recourse to 
your infallible church-remedies, lie impudently, and 
swear devoutly ; and, as you told me but now, let him 
try whose oath will be first believed. Retire, I hear 
them coming. [T^y withdraw. 

Enter the Soldiers with Gomez struggling on their backs*- 

Com. Help, good Christians, help neighbours ; my 
house is broken open by force, and I am ravished, 
and am like to be assassinated. What do you mean/ 
villains ? Will you carry me away like a pedlar's-pack 
upon your backs ? Will you murder a man in plain 
day-light. 

1st Sol. No ; but we'll secure you for a traitor, and 
for beirfg in a plot against the state. 

Gom. Who, I in a plot ? Oh, Lord! Oh, Lord I I 
never durst be in a plot. Why, how can you in con- 
science, suspect a rich citizen of so much wit as to 
make a plotter ? There are none but poor rogues, 
and those that can't live without it, that are in plots. 

%d Sold. Away with him, away with him. 

Com. Oh, my gold ! my wife I my wife ! my gold! 
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As I hope to be saved now, I know no more of the 
plot than they that made it. 

\_They carry him of t and exeunt. 
Lor. Thus far have we sailed with a merry gale, 
now we have the Cape of good Hope in sight ; the 
trade-wind is otir own, if we can but double it. [He 
looks out.'] [Aside.] Ah, my father and Pedro stand 
at the corner of the street with company, there's no 
stirring 'till they are past ! 

Enter Elvira with a casket. 

Eh. Am I come at last into your arms ? 

Lor. Fear nothing ; the adventure's ended, and the 
knight may carry off the lady safely. 

Elv. I'm so overjoyed, I can scarce believe I am 
at liberty ; " but stand panting, like a bird that has 
" often beaten her wings in vain against her cage, 
" and at last dares hardly venture out, though she 
11 sees it open." 

Dom. Lose no time, but make haste while the way 
is free for you; and thereupon I give you my bene- 
diction. 

Lor. 'Tis not so free as you suppose ; for there's an 
old gentleman of my acquaintance that blocks up the 
passage at the corner of the street. 

Dom. What have you gotten there under your arm, 
daughter I somewhat, I hope, that will bear your 
charges in your pilgrimage. 

Lor. The fryar has an hawk's eye to gold and jewels. 



A3 IV. THE SPANISH FRYAR. 89 

Elv. Here's that will make you dance without a 
fiddle, and provide a better entertainment for us than 
hedges in summer and barns in winter. Here's the 
very heart, and soul, and life-blood of Gomez; 
pawns in abundance, old gold of widows, and new 
gold of prodigals 5 and pearls and diamonds of court 
ladies, till the next bribe helps their husbands to re- 
deem them. 

Dom. They are the spoils of the wicked, and the 
church endows you with them. 

Lor. And, faith, we'll drink the church's health 
out of them. But all this while I stand on thorns ; 
pr'ythee, dear, look out, and see if the coast be free 
for our escape; for I dare not peep for fear of being 
known. 

[Elvira goes to look out, and Gomez comes running 
in upon her ; she shrieks out. 

Com. Thanks to my stars, I have recovered my 

own territories What do I seel I'm ruined J I'm 

undone 1 I'm betrayed I 

" Dom. I Aside.] What a hopeful enterprise is here 
"spoiled!" 

Gom. Oh ? colonel, are you there f and you, fryar I 
nay, then I find how the world goes. 

Lor. Chear up, man, thou art out of jeopardy ; I 
heard thee crying out just now, and came running in 
full speed with the wings of an eagle and the feet of 
a tiger to thy rescue. 

Gom. Ay, you are always at hand to do me a cour 

I 
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tesy with your eagle's feet and your tiger's wings; 
and, what were you here for, fryar? 

Bom. To interpose my spiritual authority in your 
behalf. 

Gom. And why did you shriek out, gentlewoman r 

Elv. 'Twas for joy at your return. 

Gom. And that casket under your arm, for what 
end and purpose ? 

Elv. Only to preserve it from the thieves. 

Gom. And you came running out of door s 

Elv. Only to meet you, sweet husband. 

Gom. A fine evidence summed up among you; 
thank you heartily ; you are a>l my friends. The 
colonel was walking by accidentally, and hearing my 
voice, came in to save me ; the fryar, who was hob- 
bling the same way too, accidentally again, and not 
knowing of the colonel, I warrant you becomes in to 
pray for me ; and my faithful wife runs out of doors 
to meef me with all my jewels under her arm, and 
shrieks out for joy at my return. But if my father* 
in-law had not met your soldiers, colonel, and deli- 
vered me in the nick, I should neither have found a' 
friend nor a fryar here* and might have shrieked out 
for joy mytelf, for the loss of my jewels and my 
wife. 

Dom. Art thou an infidel 5 Wilt thou not believe 
us ? 

Gom. Such churchmen as you would make any man* 
an infidel. Get you into your kennel, gentlewoman! 
I shall thank you within doors for your safe custody 

1 
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of ray jewels, and your own. [He thrusts his wife off 
t is stage."} [Exit Elvira.] As for you, colonel Huff- 
cap, we shall try before a civil magistrate who's the 
greatest plotter of us two, I against the state, or you 
against the petticoat. 

Lor. Nay, if you will complain, you shall for some- 
thing* [Beats Aim. 

Gam* Murddr 1 murder 1 I give up the ghost I I 
am destroyed! Help! murder! murder 1 

Dom* Away, colonel, let us fly for our lives : the 
neighbours are coming out with forks, and fire-shovels, 
and spits, and other domestic weapons ; the militia of 
a whole alley is raised against us. 

Lor. This is but the interest of my debt, master 
usurer, the principal shall be paid you at our next 
meeting. 

Dm. Ah, if your soldiers had but .dispatched him, 
his tongue had been laid asleep, colonel ; but this 

comes of not following good counsel ; ah 

[JLxeunt Lor. and Fryar severally. 

Com. I'll be revenged of him, if I dare ; but he's 
such a terrible fellow, that my mind misgives me ; I 
shall tremble when J have him.before the judge : all 
my misfortunes come together : I have' been robbed 
and cuckolded, and ravished, and beaten, in one 
quarter of an hour. - Y my poor limbs smart, and my 
poor head achs ; ay, do, do, smart limb, ach head, 
and sprout horns ; but Til be hanged before I'll pity 
you : you must needs be married, mutt ye ? There/* 

18 
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for that, [Beats his own head."] and to a fine, young, 
modish lady, must ye ? There's for that too ; and, at 
threescore, you old, doting cuckold, take that re- 
membrance A fine time of day for a man to be 

bound 'prentice, when he is past using his trade : to 
set up an equipage of noise, when he has most need 
of quiet; instead of her being under covert-baron, to 
be under covert- femme myself; to have my body 
disabled, and my head fortified ; and lastly, to be 
crowded into a narrow box with a shrill treble, 

That with one blast, through the whole house does Sound, 
And first taught speaking-trumpets how to sound, [Exit. 



SCENE IL ' . 



The Court, Enter Raymond, Alphonso, and 

Pedro. 

Ray. Are these, are these, ye Powers, the promised 
joys, 
With which 1 flatterM my long, tedious absence, 
To find, at my return, my master murder'd ? 
Oh, that I could but weep, to vent my passion 1 
But this dry sorrow burns up all my tears. 

Alph. Mourn inward, brother; 'tis observ'd at 
court, 
Who weeps, and who wears black ; and your return 
Will fix all eyes on every act of yours, 
To see how you resent king Sancho's death. 
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Ray. What generous man can live with that con- 
straint 
Upoa his soul, to bear, much less to flatter 
A court like this 1 can- 1 soothe tyranny \ 
Seem pleas'd to see my royal master murder 'd, 
Has crown usurp'd, a distaff in a throne, 
A council made of such as dare not speak, 
And could not, if they durst ; whence honest men 
Banish themselves, for shame of being there : 
A government, that, knowing -not true wisdom, 
Is scorn'd abroad, and lives on tricks at home \ 

Alpk. Virtue must be thrown off, 'tis a coarse gar- 
ment,, 
Too heavy for the sun-shine of a court. 

Ray. Well then, I will dissemble for an end 
So great, so pious, as a just revenge : 
You'll join with me ? 

MpJk. No honest man but must 

Fed. What title has this queen but lawless force ? 
And force must pull her down. 

j&pk. Truth is, I pity Leonora's case ; 
Forc'd, for her safety, to commit a crime 
Which most her soul abhors. 

Ray* All she has done, or e'er can do, of good. 
This one black deed has damn'd. 

Red, You'll hardly join your son to our design, 

Ray, Your reason for't ? 

Fed. I want time to unriddle it : 

Put on your V other face; the queen approaches, 

I. . . 
"J 
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Enter the Qjjeen, Bert ran, and Attendants. 
Ray. And that accursed Bertran 
Stalks close behind her, like a witch's fiend, 
Pressing to be employ'd. Stand, and observe them. 
Qu. [To Bert.] Bury'd in private, and so suddenly I 
It crosses my design, which was to allow 
The rites of funeral fitting his degree, 
With all the pomp of mourning. 

Bert. It was not safe : 
Objects of pity, when the cause is new, 
Would work too fiercely on the giddy croud* 
Had Caesar's body never been expos'd, 
Brutus had gain'd his cause. 
Qu. Then was he lov'd ? 

Bert. O, never man so much, for saint-like good- 
ness. 
" Fed. [Aside.] Had bad men fear'd him but as 
good men lov'd him, 
" He had not yet been sainted. 
" Qu. I wonder how the people bear his death. 
" Bert. Some discontents there are; some idle mur- 
murs. 
" Ped. How, idle murmurs t let me plainly speak : 
" The doors are all shut up; the wealthier sort, 
" With arms a- cross, and hats upon their eyes^ 
" Walk to and fro before their silent shops : 
€t Whole droves of lenders crowd the bankers* doors, 
" To call in money ; those who have none, mark 
" Where money goes; for when they rise, 'tis plunder: 
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" The rabble gather round the man of news, 

" And listen with their mouths : 

" Some tell, some hear, some judge of news, some 

make it : 
" And he who lies most loud, is most believ'd." 
Qu. This may be dangerous* 
Ray. [Aside.'] Pray Heaven it may. 
Bert. I f one of you must fall ; 
Self-preservation is the first of laws ; 
And if, when subjects are oppressed by kings. 
They justify rebellion by that law: 
As well may monarchs turn the edge of right 
To cut for them, when self-defence requires it, 
Qu. You place such arbitrary power in kings* 
That I much fear, if I should make you one, 
You'll make yourself a tyrant. Let these know 
By what authority you did this act. 
Bert. You much surprise me to demand that ques- 
tion : 
But since truth must be told, 'twas by your own. 
Qu. Produce it ; or, by Heaven, your head shall 
anwer 
The forfeit of your tongue. 
Ray. [Aside.] Brave mischief towards. 
Bert. You bade me. 
Qu. When,%md where ? 

Bert. No, I confess, you bade me not in words, 
The dial spote not, but it made shrewd signs, 
And pointed full upon the stroke of murder : 
Yet this you said, 
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You were a woman ignorant and weak,.. 
So left it to my care. 

Qu. What, if I said, 
I was a woman ignorant and weak, 
Were you to take th' advantage of my sex, 
And play the devil to tempt me \ " You cootrivM* 
" You urg'd, you drove me headlong to your toils ; 
" And if, much tir'd, and frightenM more, I paus'd; 
" Were you to make my doubts your own commission? 

" Bert. This 'tis to serve a prince too faithfully ; 
u Who, free from laws himself, will have that done, 
" Which, not perform'd, brings us to sure disgrace; 
" And, if perform'd, to ruin. 

" Qu. This 'tis to counsel things that are unjust; 
" First, to debauch a king to break his laws, 
" (Which are his safety) and then seek protection 
" From him you have endangerM ; but, just Heaven, 
" Where sins are judg'd, will damn the tempting 

devil, i 

u More deep than those he tempted." 

Bert. If princes not protect their ministers, 
What man will dare to serve them ? 

Qu. ftone will dare 
To serve them ill, when they are left to laws $ . 
But, when a counsellor, to save himself, 
Would lay miscarriages upon his priorc, l 
Exposing him to public rage and hate, 
O, 'tis an act as infamously base, ♦ 

As, should a common soldier sculk behind, 
And thrust his general in the front of war.: 
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It shews, he only serv'd himself before, 
And had no sense of honour, country, king ; 
But center'd on himself; and us'd his master, 
As guardians do their wards, with shews of care, 
But with intent to sell the public safety, 
And pocket up his prince. 

Ped. [Aside.-] Well said, i'faith. 
This speech is e'en too good for an usurper. 

Bert. 1 see for whom I must be sacrific'd; 
And had I not been sotted with my zeal, 
I might have found ifsooner. 

Qu. From my sight 1 
The prince who bears an insolence like this, 
Is such an image of the powers above, 
As is the statue of the thundering god, 
Whose bolts the boys may play with. 

Bert* Unreveng'd 
I will not fall, nor single. [Exit cum suis. 

Qu. [To Ray. who Msses her hand."] Welcome, wel- 
come: ' 
I saw you not before : one honest lord 
Is hid with ease among a crowd of courtiers ; 
How can I be too grateful to the father 
Of such a son. as Torrismond ? 

Ray. His actions were but duty. 

Qu. Yet, my lord, 
All have not paid that debt, like noble Torrismond. 
You hear, Jtow Bertran brands me with a crime, 
Of which, your son can witness, I am free ; 
J sent to stop the murder, but too late ; 
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u For crimes are swift, but penitence is slow," 
The bloody Bertran, diligent in ill, 
Flew to prevent the soft returns of pity. 

Ray. O cursed haste, of making sure a sin I 
Can you forgive the traitor ? 

Qu. Never, never : 
'Tis written here in characters so deep, 
That seven years hence, (till then should 1 not meet 

him) 
And in the temple then, I'll drag him thence, 
Ev'n from the holy altar to the block. 

Ray. I Aside."] She's fir'd, as I would wish her. Aid 
me, Justice, 
As all my ends are thine, to gain this point; 
And ruin both at once.*— It wounds indeed, [To fur* 
To bear affronts, too great to be forgiven, 
And not have power to punish. Yet one way 
There is to ruin Bertran. 

Qu. O, there's none ; * 

" Except an host from Heaven can make such haste 
" To save my Crown, as he will do to seize it." 
You saw, he came surrounded with his friends, 
And knew besides, our army was rtmov'd 
To quarters too remote for sudden use. 

Ray. Yet you may give commission g 
To some bold man, whose loyalty you trust, 
And let him raise 1 the train-bands of the city. 

Qu. Gross feeders, lion-talkers^ kimb4ike fighters. 

Ray. You do not know the virtues of your city, 
What pushing force they have : some popular chief* 
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More noisy than the rest, but cries hallooy 
And in a trice, the bellowing herd come out ; 
The gates are barr'd, the ways are barricado'd, 
And one and all's the word ; true cocks o'th' game, 
That never ask, for what, or whom, they fight ; • 
But turn 'em out, and shew 'em but a foe, 
Cry liberty, and that's a cause for quarrel. 

Qu. There may be danger, in that boist'rous rout > 
Who knows, when fires are kindled, for my foes, 
But some new blast of wind may turn those flames 
Against my palace-walls ) 

Ray. But still their chief 
Must be some one, whese loyalty you trust. 

'Qu. And who more proper for that trust than you, 
Whose interests, though unknown to you, are mine 4 
Alphonso, Pedro, haste to raise (he rabble, 
He shall appear to head 'em. 

Ray. [Aside to Alph. and Ped.] First seize Bertram 
And then insinuate to diem, that I bring 
Their lawful prince to place upon the throne. 

Alph, Our lawful prince } 

Ray. Fear not: I can produce him. 

" Ped. [To Alph.] Now we want your son Loren- 
zo : what a mighty faction 
*' Would he make for us of the city wives, 
" With, O, dear husband, my sweet honey husband,- • 
" Wo'n't you be for the colonel } If you love me, 
" Be for the colonel ? O, he's the finest man !" [Exit; 

Ray. [Aside.] So, now we have a plot behind the 
plot; 
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" But man, unlike his Maker, bears too long ; 
" Still more expos'd, the more he pardons wrong 1 ; 
" Great in forgiving, and in suffering brave, 
« To be a saint, he makes himself a slave/' [Exit, 
Ray. Marriage with Torrismond t it must not be; 
By Heaven, it must not be ; or, if it be, 
Law, justice, honour bid farewell tp earth, 
For Heaven leaves all to tyrants. 

Enter Tor&ismond, who knctU to him. 

Tor. O, ever welcome, sir, 
But doubly now I You come in such a time, 
As if propitious Fortune took a care, 
To swell my tide of joys to their full height, 
And leave me nothing farther to desire. 

Ray. I hope I come in time, if not to make, 
At least, to save your fortune and your honour t 
Take heed you steer your vessel right, my son ; 
This calm of Heaven, this mermaid's melody, 
Into aofnseen whirlpool draws you fast, 
And in a moment sinks you. 

Tor. Fortune cannot, 
And Fate can scarce ; I've made the port already, 
And laugh securely at the lazy storm 
That wanted wings to reach me in the deep. 
Your pardon, sir ; my duty calls me hence ; 
I go to find my queen, my earthly goddess, 
To whom I owe my hopes, my life, my love* 

Ray. You owe her more perhaps than you imagine \ 
Stay, X command you stay, and hear me first* 
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This hour's the very crisis of your fate, 
Your good or ill, your infamy or fame, 
And all the colour of your life depends 
On this important now. 

Tor. I see no danger ; 
The city, army, court espouse my cause, 
And, more than all, the queen, with public favour, 
Indulge my pretensions to her love* * 

11 Ray. Nay, if possessing her can make you happy f 
" 'Tis granted, nothing hinders your design. 

" Tor* If she can make me blest?, she only can t 
" Empire, and wealth, and all she brings beside, 
" Are but the train and trappings of her love : 
" The sweetest, kindest, truest of her sex, 
"In whose possession years roll round on years, 
" And joys in circles meet new joys again : 
" Kisses, embraces, languishing, and death, 
" Still from each other to each other move, 
" To crown the various seasons of our love : 
" And doubt you if such love can make me happy r 

" Ray. Yes, for I think you love your honour 
more. 

" Tor. And what can shock my honour in a queen ? 

" Ray. A tyrant, an usurper I 

€t Tor. Grant she be. » 

" When from the conqueror we hoW our lives, 
" We yirid ourselves his subjects from that hour : 
" For mutual benefits make mutual ties. 

" Ray. Why, can you think 1 owe a thief my life, 
" Because he took it not by lawless force I 

Kij 
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" What, if he did not all the ill he could ? 
"Ami oblig'd by that t' assist his rapines, 

And to maintain his murders ? 

" Tor. Not to maintain, but bear them unrevengM. 
" Kings' titles commonly begin by force, 
" Which time wears off, and mellows into right: 
" So power, which in one age is tyranny, 
" Is ripen'd in the next to true succession : * 
41 She's in possession. 

" Ray. So diseases ere : 
" Should not a ling'ring fever be remov'd, 
" Because it long has rag'd within my blood } 
" Do I rebel when I would thrust it out ? 
" What, shall I think the world was made for one, 
u And men are born for kings, as beasts for men, 
u Not for protection, but to be devour'd i 
" Mark those who doat on arbitrary power, 
" And you shall find them either hot- brain* d youth, 
" Or needy bankrupts, servile in their greatness, 
" And slaves to some, to lord it o'er the rest. 
€i O baseness, to support a tyrant throne, 
" And crush your free-born brethren of the world I 
" Nay, to become a part of usurpation ; 
'* T* espouse the tyrant's person and her crimes, 
" And on a tyrant get a race of tyrants, 
4 ' To be your country's curse in after-ages. 

'• Tor. I see no crime in her whom I adore, 
" Or if I do, her beauty makes it none : 
" Look on me as a man abandon'd o'er 
'« To an eternal lethargy of love j 



" To pull) and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure, 
" And but disturb the ^uiet of my death." 

&ay. Oh, Virtue, Virtue ! what art thou become, 
That man should leave thee for that toy, a woman, 
" Made from the dross and refuse of a man ? 
€i Heaven took him sleeping when he made her, too i 
4t Had man been waking, lie had ne'er consented /* 
Now, son, suppose 

Some brave conspiracy were ready formM, 
To punish tyrants and redeem the land, 
Could you so far belie your country's hope, 
As not to head the party ? 

Tor. How could my hand rebel against my lieart ? 

Ray. How could your heart rebel against your 
reason ? 

Tor. No honour bids me fight against myself? 
The royal family is all extinct, 
Andshe who reigns bestows her crown on me. 
So, must I be ungrateful to the living, 
To be but vainly pious to the dead $ 
While you defraud your offspring of theif fate. 

Ray. Mark who defraud their offspring, you or I; 
For, know, there yet survives the lawful heir 
Of Sancho's blood, whom, when I shall produce, 
I rest assur'd to see you pale With fear, 
And trembling at his name. 

Tor. He must be more than man who makes me 
tremble : 
I dare him to the field, with all the odds 
Of justice on his side, against my tyrant. 

Kiij 
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Produce your lawful prince, and you shall see 

How brave a rebel love has made your son. » 

Ray, Read that ; 'tis with the royal signet sign'd, 
And given me by the king, when time should serve, 
To be perus'd by you. 

Tor. [Reads.] " I the king: 
My youngest and alone surviving son, 
Reported dead t' escape rebellious rage, 
Till happier times shall call his courage forth 
To break my fetters, or revenge my fate, 
I will that Raymond educate as his, 
And call him TorrismDnd."— 
If I am he, that son, that Torrismond, 
The world contains not so forlorn a wretch. 
Let never man believe he can be happy ; 
For when I thought my fortune most secure. 
One fatal moment tears me from my joys ; 
And when two hearts were join'd by mutual love, 
The sword of justice cuts upon the knot, 
And severs them for ever. 
Ray. True, it must. 

Tor, Oh, cruel man, to tell me that it must 1 
If you have any pity in your breast, 
Redeem me from this labyrinth of fate, 
And plunge me in my first obscurity. 
The secret is alone between us two; 
And though you would not hide me from myself, 
Oh, yet be kind, conceal me from the world, 
And be my father still , 
Ray. Your lot's. tQQ glorious, and the proofs too 
plain* 
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Now, in the name of honour, sir, I beg you, 
(Since I must use authority no more) 
On these old knees I beg you, ere I die, 
That I may see your father's dea,th reveng'd. 

Tor. Why, 'tis the only business of my life ; 
My order's issu'd to recall the army, 
And Bertran's death resolv'd. 

Ray. Aiyl not the queen's? Oh, she's the chief of- 
fender ! 
Shall justice turn her edge within your hand ? 
No, if she 'scape, you are yourself the tyrant, 
And murderer of your father, g 

Tor. Cruel fates, 
To what have you reserv'd me ? 

Ray. Why that sigh ? 

Tor. Since you must know, (but break, Oh, break 
my heart, 
"Before I tell my fatal story out !) 
Th' usurper of my throne, my house's ruin, 
The murderer of my father, is my wife. 

Ray. Oh, horror, horror 1 — After this alliance, 
Let tigers match with hinds, and wolves with sheep, 
And every creature couple with his foe. 
How vainly man designs, when Heav'n opposes 1 
I bred you up to arms, rais'd you to power, 
Permitted you to fight for this usurper, 
Indeed, to save a crown, not her's, but yoiir's; 
All to make sure the vengeance of this day, 
Which even this day has ruin'd. One more question 
Let me but ask, and 1 have done for ever : 
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u Qju. More, more ! for by the high-hung tapers' 
light 
*' I could discern his cheeks were glowing red, 
" His very eye-balls trembled with his love, 
" And sparkled through their casements humid fires: 
" He sigh'd, and kiss'd, breath'd short, and would 

have spoke, 
" But was too fierce to throw away the time ; 
" All he could say, was love and Leonora. 

" Ter. How then can you suspeft him lost so soon ? 

" Qu, Last night he flew not with a bridegroom's 
haste, 
u Which eagerly prevents th* appointed hour. 
" I told the clocks, and watch'd the wasting light, 
" And listened to each softly* treading step, 
tl In hope 'twas he 5 but still it was not he. 
" At last he came, but with such alter'd looks, 
" So wild, so ghastly* as if some ghost had met him. 
" All pale, and speechless, he survey 'd me round ; 
*' Then with a groan, he threw himself in bed, 
" But far from me, as far as he could move, 
" And sigh'd, and toss'd, and turn'd, but still from me. 

« Ter. What, all the night I 

" Qu. Ev'n all the live-long night. 
" At last (for, blushing, I must tell thee all) 
" I press'd his hand, and laid me by his side ; 
" He pull'd it back, as if he touch'd a serpent* 
" With that I burst into a flood of tears, 
" And ask'd him how I had offended him t 
" He answer'd nothing but with sighs and groans ; 
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" So restless pass'd the night; and at the dawn, 
" Leap'd from the bed, and vanished. 

" Ter. Sighs and groans, 
" Paleness and trembling, all are signs of love. 
" He only fears to make you share his sorrows. 

"Qu. I wish 'twere so* but love still doubts the 

worst. 

" My heavy heart, the prophetess of woes, 
" Forbodes some ill at hand. To sooth my sadness, 
u Sing me the song which poor Olympia made, 
" When false Bireno left her. 

"SONG. 

" Farewell, ungrateful traitor >, 

"Farewell, my perjured swam ; 
" Let never injur' d creature 

" Believe a man. again. 
" The pleasure of possessing 

u Surpasses all expressing, 
" But 'tis too short a blessing, 

" And lave too long a pain, 

" 'Tis easy to deceive us, 
" In pity of your pain ; 
. " But when we love you leave us 
" To rail at you in vain. 
« Be/ore we have descry* d it, 

" There is no M'u beside it ; 
" But she that once has try' d it, 
" Will never love again. 

9 
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" The passion you pretended^ 

" Was only to obtain ; 
u But when the charm is ended, 

** The charmer you disdain. 
u Tour love by ours we measure, 

" 'Till we have lost our treasure ; 
" But dying is a plealjfre, 

" When living is a pain*" 

Re-enter Torkismond. 

Tor. Still she is here, and still I cannot speak ; 
But wander, like some discontented ghost, 
That oft appears, but is forbid to talk. [Going again. 

Qu. Oh, Torrismond, if you resolve my death, 
You need no more but to go hence again 1 
Will you not speak I 

Tor. I cannot. 

Qu. Speak, Oh, speak! 
Your anger would be kinder thajj your silence. 

" Tor. Oh! 

" Qu. Do not sigh, or tell me why you sigh. 

" Tor. Why do I live, ye powers ? 

" Qu, Why do I live to hear you speak that word ? 
u Some black-mouth'd villain has defanTd my virtue. 

" Tor, No, no ! pray, let me go. 

u Qu, [Kneeling.'] You shall not go. 
" By all the pleasures of our nuptial bed, 
"If ever I was lov'd, though now I'm not, 
" By these true tears, which, from my wounded heart, 
" Bleed at my eyes- > 

" Tor. Rise. 
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" Qu. I will never rise ; 
" I cannot choose a better place to die. 

" Tor, Oh, I would speak, but cannot I 

" Qu. [Rising.] Guilt keeps you silent then ; you 
love me not. 
" What have I done ? Ye pow'rs, what have I done, 
" To see my youth, im^feauty, and my love, 
" No sooner gain'd, but slighted and betray'd ; 
u And like a rose just gather' d from the stalk, 
" But only smelt, and cheaply thrown aside, 
ts To wither on the ground ? 

" Tcr. For HeavWs sake, madam, moderate your 
passion. 

" Qu. Why nam'stthouheav'n ? There isnoheav'n 
forme: 
" Despair, death, hell have seiz'd my tortured soul. 
" When I had rais'd his groveling fate from ground, 
" To pow'r and love, to empire and to me ; 
" When each embratt was dearer than the first; 
" Then, then to be contemn'd 1 then, then thrown ofFl 
" It calls me old, and wither'd, and deform'd, 
" And loathsome : Oh, .what woman can bear loath- 
some I 
u The turtle flies not from his billing mate; 
" He bills the closer : but ungrateful man, 
€t Base, barbarous man, the more we raise our love, 
" The more we pall, and cool, and kill his ardour. 
" Racks, poisons, daggers, rid me of my life ; 
" And any death is welcome." 

L 
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Tor. Be witness, all ye pow'rs that know my heart, 
I would have kept the fatal secret hid, 
But she has conquer'd, to her ruin conquer'd. 
Here, take this paper ; read our destinies : 
" Yet do not ; but, in kindness to yourself, 
" Be ignorantly saTe. 

« Qu. No, ghjfrit me, £ 
" Even though it be the sentence of my death. 

" Tor. Then see how much unhappy love has 
made us. 
" Oh, Leonora I Oh! 

« We two were born when sullen planets reigu'd;* 
" When each the other's influence oppos'd* 
« And drew the stars to factions at our birth* 
" Oh, better, better had it been for us, 
" That we had never seen, or never lov*©¥ 

" fi*. There is no faith in Hetv'n* if Heav*n 
says so* 
" You dare not give it. *. 

" Tor. As unwillingly, 
u As I would reach out opium to a friend 
"Who lay in torture, and desir'd to die." 

[Gives ike paper* 
But, now you have it, spare my sight the pain 
Of seeing what a world of tears it costs you. 
Go, silently enjoy your part of grief, 
And share the sad inheritance with me. 

Qu. I have a thirsty fever in my soul ; 
Give me but present ease, and let me die. 

[Exeunt Queen and Teresa. 
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Enter Lorenzo. 

Lot. Arm, arm, my lord ; the city bands are up, 
Drums beating, colours flying, shouts confus'd, 
All clust'ring in a heap, like swarming hives, 
And rising in a moment. 

Tor. With design ; . A 

To punish Bertran, and revenge tfierking ; 
•Twas order'd so. 

Lor. Then you're betray'd, my lord. 
'Tis true, they block the castle kept by Bertran ; 
But now they cry, Down with the palace$gre it, 
Pull out th' usurping queen. 

Tor. The queen, Lorenzo ! durst they name the 
queen 1 

Lor. If railing and reproaching be to name- her. 

Tor. Oh, sacrilege ! Say, quickly, who commands 
This vile blaspheming rout ? 

Lor. I'm loth to tell you ; 
But both our fathers thrust them headlong on, 
And bear down all before them. 

Tor. Death and hell f 
Somewhat must be resj&lvM, an£jppeedily. ^ 

How say *st thou, my Lorenzo ? Dar'st thou be ^ 
A friend, and once forget thou art a son, 
To help me save the queen ? 

Lor. [Aside.] Let me consider— 
Bear arms against my father! He begat me ; 
That's true : but for whose sake did he beget me : 
For his own, sure enough ; for me he knew not. 

Lij 



^TC 



Il6 THB SPANISH FRYAR. AQV. 

Oh, but, says Conscience, fly in Nature's face ! 

But how, if Nature fly in my face first i 

Then Nature's the aggressor— Let her look to't 

He gave me life, and he may take it bac k 

No, that's boy's play, say I. 

'Tis policy for son and father to take different sides ; 

For then lands ^d tenements commit no treason. 

[To Tor.] Sir, upfp mature consideration, I have 

found my father to be little better than a rebel ; and 

therefore I'll do my best to secure him for your sake, 

in hope you may secure him hereafter for my sake* 

Tor. PttUbn thy utmost speed to head the troops. 
Which every moment I expert t' arrive. 
Proclaim me, as I am, the lawful king. 
I need not caution thee for Raymond's life, 
Though I no more must call him father now. 

Lor. I Aside.] How, no^all him fd$er! I see pre- 
ferment alters a man strangely : this may serve me 
for a use of instruction, to cast off my father, when I 
am great. Methought, too, he callNd himself the 
lawful king, intimating sweetly, that he knows what's 
what with our sovereign lady. Well, if I rout my 
father, as I hope%k Heaven L shall, I am in a fair 
way to be a prince of the blood — Farewell, general ; 
I'll bring up those that shall try what mettle there is 
in orange-tawny. [Exit. 

Tor, [At tht door.] Haste, there, command the 
guards be all drawn up 
Before the palace gate. By Heaven, I'll face f 

This tempest, and deserve the name of king. ' 
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" Oh, Leonora, beauteous in thy crimes, 
" Never were hell and heaven so match'd before ! 
" Look upward, fair, but as thou look*st on me ; * 
" Then all^he bless'd will beg thtrthou may'st live. 
w And ev'n my father's ghost his death forgive." 

[Exit. 



# 



SCENE II. 



" The Palace-yard. Drums and trumpets within. Enter 
" Raymond, Alphonso, Pedro, an^iheir Party, 

" Ray. Now, valiant citaiens, the time is come, 
u To show our courage, and your loyalty. . 
" You have a prince of Sancho's royal blood, 
" The darling of the heavens, and joy of earth : 
" When he's produc'd, a^bon he shall among you, 
" Speak, what will you venture to re-seat him 
" Upon his father's throne ? 

" Omnes. Our lives and fortunes. 

" Ray. What then remains to perfect our success, 
r << But o'er the tyrant's guards to force our way i 

" Omnes. Lead on, lead on. * 

" [Drums and trumpets on the other side* 

li Enter Torrismond and his Party. Js they arc go* 

ing tojighty he speaks. 

* 

" Tor. [To his.] Hold, hold your arms. 
" Ray. Retire. What means this pause ? 

Liij ^ 



" Tor, How comes it, good old man, that we two 
meet ** q 
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« Pcd. Peace ; nature works within them* 

" [Tor. ik Ray. go apart. 

u On these harsh terms } Thou very reverend rebel, 

•' Thou venerable traitor, in whose face 

"And hoary hairs treason is sanctified, 

" And sin's black dg| seems b lane h'd by age to virtue. 

" Ray. What treason is it to redeem my king, 
" And to reform the state I 

** Tor. That's a stale cheat; 
" The primitive rebel, Lucifer, first us*d it, 
€t And was the first reformer of the skies. 

" Ray. What 1 if I see my prince mistake a poison, 
" Call it a corlftal, am I then a traitor, 
" Because I hold his hand, or break the glass ? ' 

" Tor. How dar'st th<^perve thy king against his 
will? 

" Ray. Because 'tis then the only time to serve 
him. 

" Tor. I take the blame of all upon myself. 
" Discharge thy weight on me. 

" Ray. Oh, never, never! "** 

" Why, 'tis to leave a ship tossM in a tempest 
" Without the pilot's care. 

" Tor. I'll punish thee, 
" By Heav'n, I will, as I would punish rebels, 
" Thou stubborn loyal man. 

** Ray. First let me see 
" tfer punish'dfwho misleads you from your fame ; 
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" Then burn me, hack me, hew me into pieces, 
" And I shall die well pleas'd. 

" Tor. Proclaim my title, 
u To save jh' effusion of my subjects' blood, and thou 

t shalt still 
" Be as my foster-father, near my breast, 
"And next my Leonora. 

" Ray, That word stabs me $ . 
" You shall be still plain Torrismond with me, 
" Th' abetter, partner, (if you like that name) 
" The husband of a tyrant; but no king, 
•« Till you deserve that title by your justice. 

«< Tor. Then, farewell pity j I will be obey'd. * 

"[To the people.] Hear, y& mistaken men, whose 

loyalty £ 

" Runs headlong into treason 5 see your prince ; 
." In me behold your murd^fd Sancho's son : 
" Dismiss your arms, and I forgive your crimes. 
" Ray. Believe him not; he raves: his words are 
loose 
" As heaps of sand, and scattering, wide from sense. 
" You see he knows not me, his natural father 5 
" But, aiming to^possess th' usurping queen, 
" So high he's mounted in his airy hopes, 
" That now the wind is got into his head, 
" And turns his brains to frenzy. 

u Tor. Hear me yet ; I am 

€t Ray, Fall on, and hear him noj : 
" But spare his person for his father's sake. ■ _. t 

" Ped. Let me come I if he be mad, I Jjave that shall 
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" cure him < there's not a surgeon in all Arragon has 
" so much dexterity as I have, at breathing of the 
" temple-vein. 

«* Tot. My right for me! 

" Ray. Our liberty for us I 

" Omnes. Liberty, liberty! 

[As they are ready to fight. 

Enter LoRfeNiO and Ais Party. 

« Lor. Oft forfeit of your lives, lay down you* 
arms. 

« Alph. How, rebel 1 art thou there \ 

" Lot. Take your rel?el back again, father mine. 
*' The beaten party areV«bels to the conquerors. I 
" have been w hard-head with your butting citizens ; 
" I have routed your herd; I have dispersed them; 
" and now they are retreated quietly, from their ex- 
u traordinary vocation of fighting in the streets, to 
u their ordinary vocation of cozening in their shops. 

" Tor. [To Ray.] You see 'tis vain contending with 
the truth. 
" Acknowledge what I am. 

" Ray. You are my king ; would you would be 
your own j 
" But, by a fatal fondness, you betray 
" Your fame and glory to th' usurper's bed ; 
" Enjoy the fruits of blood and parricide. 
u Take your own crown from Leonora's gift, 
« And hug your fatherV murderer hi your amis. 
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€t Enter Queen, Teresa, and Woman. 

41 Alph. No more : behold the queen. 

" Ray. Behold the basilisk of Torrismond, 
u That kills him with her eyes. I will speak on. 
" My life is of no further use to me : 
" I would have chaffer'd it before for vengeance ; 
4t Now let it go for failing. 

" Tor. [Aside.] My heart sinks in me while I hear 
him speak, - 
4t And every slackened fibre drops its hold, 
" Like nature letting down the springs of life 5 
" So much the name of father awes me still. 
44 Send off the crowd. For you, now 1 have conquer 'd, 
" I can hear with honour your demaqjl. 

" Lor. [To Alph.] Now, sir, who proves the traitor ? 
" My conscience is true to me ; it always whispers 
" right when I have my regiment to bJBfit. 

" [Exeunt all but Tor. Ray. and Queen. 

" Tor. Oh, Leonora ! what can love do more } 
" I have oppos'd your ill fate to the utmost, 
" Combated heav'n and earth to keep you mine ; 
" And yet, at last, that tyrant, Justice — Oh! 

" Qu. *Tis past, 'tis past, and love is ours no more. 
" Yet I complain not of the pow'rs above; 
4t They made m' a miser's feast of happiness, 
41 And could not furnish out another meal. 
4i Now, by yon stars, by heav'n, and earth, and men ; ♦• 
:r By all my foes at once, 1 swear, my Torrismo£ri|» 
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<l That to have had you mine for one short day, 
" Has cancell'd half my mighty sum of wots* 
" Say but you hate me not* 

" Tor. I cannot hate you* 

"Ray. Can you not ? Say that once more, 
" That all the saints may witness it against you* 

" Qu. Cruel Raymond t 
tl Can he not punish me, but he must hate? 
" Oh» 'tis not justice, but a brutal rage, . 
*' Which hates th* offender's person with his crimes? 
" I have enough to overwhelm one woman ; 
" To lose a crown and love^t*! a day. 
" Let pity lend a tear when rigour strikes* 
. " Ray. Then, then you should have thought of tears 

and pity, 
«« When virtue, majesty, and hoary age 
" Pleaded for Sancho's life. 

" Qu. My future days shall be one whole contrition* 
" A chapel will I build, with large endowment, 
" Where every day an hundred aged men 
" Shall all hold up their withered hands to Hear 'ft, 
" To pardon Sancho's death. 

"Tor. See, Raymond, see, she makes a large 
amends. 
" Sancho is dead : no punishment of her 
" Can raise his cold stiff limbs from the dark graves 
" Nor can his blessed soul look down from heaven, 
" Or break the eternal sabbath of his rest, 
" *Xf> see, with joy, her miseries on earth. 

€t Ray. Heaven may forgive a crime to penitence ; 



AB V. THE SPANISH 9RYAR. \\% 

*« For Heaven can judge if penitence be true; 
" But man, who knows not hearts, should make ex- 
amples ; 
" Which, like a warning-piece, must be shot off, 
" To fright the rest from crimes. 

" Qu. Had I but known that Sancho was his father, 
" I would have pour'd a deluge of my blood, 
€i To save one drop of his. 

" Tor. Mark that, inexorable Raymond; mark, 
*' 'Twas fatal ignorance that caiis'd his death.. 

iC Ray. What if she did not know he was your fa- 
ther ? 
€t She knew he was a man, the best of men, 
41 Heaven's image double-stamp'd, as man and king. ^ 

" Qu. He was, he was, ev'n more than you can say h^ 
« But yet 

" Ray. But yet you barbarously murder'd him. 

€i Qu. He will not hear me out 1 

" Tor. Was ever criminal forbid to plead * 
" Curb your ill-mannerM zeal* 

" Ray. Sing to him, syren ; 

For 1 shall stop my ears. Now mince. the sin, 

And mollify damnation with a phrase : 

Say, you consented not to Sancho's death ; 

But barely not forbade it. 

« Qu. Hard hearted man! I yield my guilty cause; 

But all m\ guilt was caus'd by too much love. 

Had I for jealousy of empire sought 

Good 5ancho's death, Sancho haddy'd before.. , 

'Twas always in my power to take his life ; 
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" But interest never could my conscience blind, 
• ' 'Till love had cast a mist before my eyes, 
" And made me think his death the only means 
" Which could secure my throne to Torrismond. 

" Tor. Never was fetal miscraef meant so kind ; 
" For all she gave haft taken all away. 
9*. Malicious pow'rs Rs this to be reajorM * 
" *T> to be worse depos'd than Sancho was. 

" Ray. Heav'n has restor'd you, you depos'd your- 
self. 
" Oh, when young kings begin with scorn of justice, 
" They make an omen to their after-reign, 
" And plot their annals in the foremost page 1 

" Tor. No more ; lest you be made the first ex- 
«• • ample, 

u To show how I can punish. 

" Ray. Once again, 
" Let her be made your father's sanrifice, 
" And after make me tier's. 

" Tor. Condemn a wife 1 
" That were t' atone for parricide with murder. 

" Ray. Then let her be divordd : we'll be content 
« With that poor scanty justice. Let her part. 

" Tor. Divorce I that's worse than death ; 'tis death 
of love. 

" Qu. The soul and body part not with such pain, 
" As 1 from you : but yet 'tis just, my lord : 
" I am th' accurst of Heav'n, the hate of earth, 
" Your subjects' detestation, and your ruin : 
"And therefore fix this doom upon myself. 



\ 



A8 V. TBS SPANISH FRYAP(. 125 

"Tor. Heav'nl can you wish it? to be mine no 
more J 

€t Qu. Yes, I can wish it, as the dearest proof, 
" And last that I ca jffli ake you of ipy love. 
u To leave you bicstJT would be mb're accurst 
" Than death can make me ; frfeleath ends our woes^ 
" And the kinfcgrave shuts up the mournful sceiflr 
4t But I would live without you ; to be wretchdQrong ; 
«' And hoard up every moment of my life, 
" To lengthen out the payment of my tears, 
" Till ev'n fierce Raymond, at the last shall say, 
** Now let her die for she has griev'd enough. 

" Tor. Hear this, hear this, thou tribune of the 
people : ^ 

" Thou zealous, public blood-hound, hear, affir melt. 

" Ray. [Aside.] I could cry now, my eyes grow wo- 
manish, 
" But yet my tafU holds out. 

" Qu. Some solitary cloyster will I choose, 
«' And there with holy virgins live immur'd : 
" Coarse my attire, and short shall be my sleep, 
*' Broke by the melancholy midnight-bell : 
" Now, Raymond, now be satisfy 'd at las W 
«* Fasting and tears, and penitence and prayer, 
" Shall do dead Sancho justice every hour. 

" Ray. [Aside.] By your leave, manhood ! 

u [Wipes his eyes. 

" Tor. He weeps, now he is vanquish'd. 

" Ray. No; 'tis a salt rheum that scalds my eyes. 

" Qu. If he were vanquish'd, I am still unconquer'd. 

M 
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" I'll leave you ia the lieight of all my lore, 

" Ev'n when my heart is beating out its way, 

" And struggles to you most. 

" Farewell, a last farewell 1 mallear, dear lord, 

" Remember me ; speak, RaynWul, will you let him) 

" Shall he remembeaBfonora's love, 

■lEAnd shed a partin^ear to her misfortunes ? 

" M&y. [Almost crying,'] Yes, yes, he shall ; pray go. 

" Tor. Now, by my soul, she shall not go : why, 
Raymond, 
il Her every tear is worth a father's life ; 
" Come to my arms; come, my fair penitent, 
" Let us not think what future ills may fall, 
" ButAink deep draughts of love, and lose them all. 
' " [Exit Tor. with the Queen. 

" Ray. No matter yet, he has my hook within him. 
" Now let him frisk and flounce, and run and roll, 
" And think to break his hold : IfffJMs in vain. 
" This love, the bait he gorg'd so greedily, 
" Will make him sick, and then I have him sure. 

** Enter Alphonso and Pedro. 

" Alpt£x Brother, there's news from Bertran ; ht 
desires 
" Admittance to the king, and cries aloud, 
" This day shall end our fears of civil war ; 
" For his safe conduct he entreats your presence, 
" And begs you would be speedy. 

m Ray. Though I loath 
" The traitor's sight, I'll go : attend us here." 

[Exeunt, 
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Enter Gomez, Elvira, DominIck, with Officers^ t$ 
make the stage as full as possible* 

Ped. Why, how cjpw, Gomez ; what makest thou 
here with a whole brotherhood of city -bailiffs ? Why, 
thou lookest like i^dam in Pajpdise, with his guan^f 
beasts about hfm. 

Gom. Ay, and a man had need of them, Don Pedro? 
for here are the two old seducers, a wife and a priest, 
that's Eve and the serpent, at np^elbow. 

Dam. Take notice how uncharitably he talks of 
churchmen. 

Gom. Indeed you are a charitable bels wagger : m£- 
wife cried out fire, fire; and you brought jfrat your 
church buckets, and called for engines to play against 
it. 

Alpk. I am so^ry you are come hither to accuse 
your wife ; her education has been virtuous, her na- 
ture mild and easy. 

Gom. Yes ; she's easy with a vengeance, there's a 
certain colonel has found her so. 

jUphn She came a spotless virgin to vouched. 

Gom, And she's a spotless virgin still for me — she's 
never the worse for my wearing, I'll take my oath 
on't : I have lived with her with all the innocence of 
a man of threescore ; like a peaceable bedfellow as I 
am. 

Elv. Indeed, sir, I have no reason to complain of 
him for disturbing of my sleep. 

Mij 
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Dom. A fine commendation you have given your- 
self; the church did not marry you for that. 

Ped. Come, come, your grievances, your grievan- 
ces, p 

Dom. Why, noble sir, I'll tell you. 

Gom. Peace, fryarl and let me speak first. I am 
the plaintiff. Sure you think you are in the pulpit, 
where you preaci* by hours. 

Dom. And you edify by minutes. 

Gom. Where you make do&rines for the people, 
and uses and applications for yourselves. 

Ped. Gomez, give way to the old gentleman in 
black. 

Gom. No! the t'other old gentleman in black shall 
take me i/ 1 do; I will speak first; nay, I will, fryar, 
for all your verbum sactrfatis, I'll speak truth in few 
words, and then you may come afterwards, and lie 
by the clock, as you use to do : for, let me tell you, 
gentlemen, he shall lie and forswear himself with any 
iryar in all Spain; that's a bold word now. 

Dom. Let him alone; let him alone; I shall fetch 
him back with a circurn-bcndibus, I warrant him. 

Alpk. Well, what have you to say against your 
wife, Gomez? 

Gom. Why, I say, in the first place, that I and all 
men are married for our sins* and that our wives are 
a judgment ; that a bachelor-cobler is a happier man 
than a prince in wedlock ; and that we are all visited 
with a household plague, and " Lord have mercy 

upon us " should be written on all our4logrs. 
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Dm. Npw he reviles m arriage, which is one of the 
seven blessed sacraments. 

Gem. 'Tis liker one of the seven deadly sins : but 
make your best fi't, I care not ; 'tis but binding a 
man neck and heels for all that ! But, as for my 
wife, that crocodile of Nilus, she has wickedly and 
traitorously conspired the cuckoldom of me her 
anointed sovereign lord; and wt^the help of the 
aforesaid fryar, whom heaven confound, and with the 
limbs of one Colonel Hernando, cuckold-maker of 
this city, devilishly contrived to steal herself away, 
and under her arm feloniously to bear one casket of 
diamonds, pearls, and other jewels, to the value of 
thirty thousand pistoles. Guilty, or not guilty; how 
sayest thou, culprit } 

Dom. False and scandalous! Give me the boo*. 
I'll take my corporal oath point-blank against every 
particular of this charge. 
Eh. And so will I. 

Dm. As I was walking in the streets, telling my 
beads, and praying to myself, according to my usual 
custom, I heard a foul out-cry be for* Gomel's portal; 
and his wife my penitent, making -doleful lamenta- 
tions ; thereupon, making what haste my limbs would 
suffer me, that are crimpled with often 'kneeling, I 
saw him spurning- ancflfeting her moat unmercifully ; 
whereupon, using Chtisfciaw arguments with htm to 
desist, he fell violently upon me, without respeft to 
my sacecdotal orders, pushed me from him, afrd 
turned me about with a tiflger a*d a thumb, just AS a 

M iij 
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man would set up a top. Mercy, quoth 1^ Damme, 
quoth he. And still continued labouring mtfMtill a 
good- minded colonel came by, whom, as Heaven 
shall save me, I had never seen befure. 

Gom. Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord I 

Dom. Ay, and, Oh, Lady!. Oh, Lady too! I re- 
double my oath,' I had never seen him. Wel^ this 
noble colonel, lUpt a true gentleman, was for taking 
the weaker part you may be sure — whereupon this 
Gomez flew upon him like a dragon, got him down, 
the devil being strong in him, and gave him bastinado 
upon bastinado, and buffet upon buffet, which the 
poor meek colonel, being prostrate, suffered with a 
most Christian patience. 

Gom. Who? he meek? I'm sure I quake at the 
very thought of him; why, he's as fierce as Rhodo- 
mont ; he made assault and battery upon my person, 
beat me into all the colours of the rainbow : and 
every word this abominable priest has uttered is as 
false as the Alcoran, But if you want a thorough- 
paced liar, that will swear through thick and thin, 
commend me to a fryar. 

Enter Loren zx>, who comes, behind the company, and stands 
at his father's back unseen, over against Gomez. 

Lor. [Aside.] How now 1 -What's here to do ? My 
cause a trying as I live, and that before my own father : 
jiow fourscore take him for an old bawdy magistrate^ 
" that stands like the picture of Madam Justice, 
" with a pair of scales in his hands, to we^n lechery 
" by ounces." 
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Alph* ^ell — but -all this while, who is this colonel 
HerijMo ? 

GohWlle's the first begotten of Beelzebub, with a 
face as terrible as%Demogorgon. [Lorenzo peeps over 
Alphonso's heady and stares at Gomez.] No; I lie ; 
I lie; he's a very proper handsome fellow! well 
prop#tioned, and clean shaped, with a face like a 
cherubine. *■ 

Ped. What, backward and forward, Gomez, dost 
thou hunt counter ? 

Aiph. Had this colonel any former design upon 
your wife ? for, if that be proved, you shall have 
justice. 

Gom. [Aside,'] Now I dare speak ; let him look as 
dreadful as he will. I say, sir, and will prove it, 
that he had a lewd design upon her body, and at- 
tempted to corrupt her honesty. [Lorenzo lifts up 
his fist .clenched at him.] I confess, my wife was as 
willing — as himself; and, I believe, 'twas she cor- 
rupted him ; for I have known him formerly, a very 
civil and modest person, 

Elv. You see, sir, he contradicts himself at every 
word : he's plainly mad. 

Alph. Speak, boldly, man I and say what thou wilt 
stand by : did he strike thee ? 

Gom. I will speak boldly : he struck me on the face 

before my own threshold, that the very walls cried 

•sfeame on him. [Lorenzo holds up again.] 'Tis true, I 

gave him provocation, for the man's as peaceable a 

gentleman%s any is in all Spain. 

Dom. Now the truth comes out, in spite of him. 
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Fed. I believe the fryar has bewitched him. 
Alph. For my part, I see no wrong that Mk been 
©fibred him* 

Gom. How ? no wrong ? why, he ravished itie with 
the help of two soldiers, carried me away vt e# anms, 
and would have put me into a^ .plot against the govern- 
ment. [Lorenzo holds up «#ifa.] I confess, Appever 
could endure the government, beo$$se it was tyran- 
nical : but my sides and shoulders are black and blue, 
as I can strip and shew the marks of them. [Lorenzo 
again.] Bat that might happen too by a fall that I 
got yesterday upon the pebbles. [All t**gk. 

Don. Fresh straw, and a dark chamber ; a most 
manifest judgment ; there never comes better of rail- 
ing against the church. 

Gom. Why, what will you have me say ? I tffink 
you'll make me mad : truth has been at my tongue's 
end this half hour, and I have not power to bring it 
out, for fear of tWs bloody-minded colonel, 

Alph. What colonel? 

Goto. Why, my colonel : I mean, my wife's colonel, 
that appears there to me like my mains genius, and 
terrifies me. 

Alph. [ fiirning.'] Now you are mad indeed, Gomez ; 
this is my son Lorenzo. 

Gom. Wow ? Your son, Lorenzo ! It is impossible. 

Alph. As rrue as your wife, Elvira, is my daughter. 

Lor. What, have I taken all this pains about a sistdfe 

Gom. No, you have taken some abont me : I am 
sure, if you are her brother, my sides' can shew the 
token* of our alliaiftfe. 
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Alpk. [To Lor.] You know I put your sister into a 
rmnnej%, with a stricT command not to see you, for 
fear you should have wrought upon her to have taken 
-the habit, which was never my intention; and, con- 
sequently, I married her without your knowledge, 
that it might not be ii^uur power to prevent it. 

EtQ* You see^>rotlw, I had a natural affection to 
you. ^r 

Lor. What a delicious harlot have I lost! Now, pox 
upon me, for being so near a- kin to thee. 

%Llv. However, we are both beholden to fryar Do- 
minick, " the church is an indulgent mother, she 
" never fails to do her part." 

Dom. Heaven ! what will become of me ? 

Gom. Why, you are not like to trouble heaven ; 
those fat guts were never made for mounting. 

Lor. I shall make bold to disburden him of my 
hundred pistoles, to make him the lighter for his 
journey ; indeed 'tis partly out of conscience, that I 
may not be accessary to his breaking his vow of poverty. 

Alph. I have no secular power to reward the pains 
you have taken with my daughter j but I shall do it 
by proxy, fryar: your bisljpp's my friend, and is 
too honest, to let such as you in feci: a cloyster. 

Gom. Ay, do, father-in-law, let him be stripped of 
his habit, and disordered— I wqgd fain see him walk 
in querpo, like a cased rabbet, without his holy furr 
upon his back, that the world may once behold the 
inside of a fryar. 

" Dom. Farewell, kind gentlemen: I give you 
" all my blessing before I fp.— ~*~May your sis. 
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** ters, wivet and daughters, be so naturally lewd, £ 
" that they may have no occasion for a devil t^jWnpt, 
*' or a fryar to pimp for them." 

[ Exit, with a rabble pushing kirn. 



Enter Torrismond, Leon^a, Bertram, Ray- 
mond, TeAIa, &c. fc 

Tor. He lives ! he lives ! my ro$al father lives.! 
Let every one partake the general joy. 
Some angel with a golden trumpet sound, 
King Sancho lives ! and let the echoing skies 
From pole to pole resound, king Sancho lives f 
Oh, Bertran, Oh, no more my foe, but brother : 
One acl like this blots out a thousand crimes. 

Bert. Bad men, when 'tis their interest, may do good; 
I must confess, I counsel'd Sancho's murder ; 
And urg'd the Queen by specious arguments ; 
But still, suspecfcag that her love was chang*d, 
I spread abroad the rumour of his death, 
To sound the very soul of her designs : 
Th' event you know was answering to my fears : 
She threw the odium of the fad on me, 
And publickly avow'dher love to you. 

Ray. Heaven guided all to save the innocent. 

Bert. I plead no merit, but a bare forgiveness. 

Tor. Not only thfttj but favour : Sancho's life, 
Whether by virtue or design preserv'd, 
Claims all within my power. 

Qu. My prayers are heard ? 
And I have nothing farther to desire, 
But Sancho's leave tk J authorize our marriage. 



